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ADVERTISEMENT. - 


I would be unpardonable in the Author to Jet lip this op- 
portunity of making his juſt acknowledgements to the great 1 
under of Gentlemen and Ladies who have by their ſub. 1 
krptious ſo generouſly promoted the publication of this little | | 
Fork, 


3 | | 
Senſible as he is of the defects in his performance he has | 
jule to hope from the moſt candid criticiſm. To ſet before tze 
mder's eyes, in their plain and native colours, a. variety of ui 
ndents in low life, was what he had chiefly in view; how _ 1 
fr he hath ſucceeded in his deſign, every reader will judge F 
for himſelf. oO. 1 | | 
dequeſtered from the polite world, and by his ſituation in 4 
lle, bar d from ſociety, he found much amuſement in obſerv- 1 
ug the natural effects of the human paſſions on the conduet 16 
nd manners of plain country people; and though that depra- 1 
ity of manners ſo generally and ſo juſtly complained of by 9 
noral writers, hath found its way into the cottages of the 
wor, yet one, he hopes he may ſay it without offence, meets 
ſmerimes with a degree of innocent ſimplicity and honeſt 
neaning, among the lower ranks of people in remote parts of 
e country, which he can hardly expect to find in large towns, 


r among the higher ranks of mankind. 
He hath endeavoured to ſupport the characters introduced | | 
n the beſt manner he could, and to give the various ſcenes ſuch 
olouring as to him ſeemed juſt and natural. He is ſenſible _ 
that in ſome places he hath been rather too prolix, but hopes =; 
lhe reader will forgive that fault, when he conſiders how un- 
Filingly ghe mind turns away from an intereſting object, and 
ſat even this prolixity is charaQeriſtick of the people he de- 
rides; for the lower ranks of mankind cannot think or f. peak 
u that elegant and conciſe manner which diſtinguiſheth thoſe 
athe higher ſpheres of life. — 
With regard to the conduct of the ſtory in general, the 
Author will poſſibly be blamed for throwing ſo many rubs in 
lhe way of the young couple he makes ſo fond of one another 
rom their infancy, and much more for diſappointing their 


hopes in the concluſion: To obviate this, in part, he aj 
only obſerve, that the incidents which bring all this about 
to him ſeemed poſſible and natural; and he thinks this impor. 
tant leflon is inculcated by the trouble and diſſappointment 
that Roſalind met with, that when two young people haye 
come under ſtrict engagements to one another, no conſideration 
whatever ſhould induce them to break their faith, or to pro- 
miſe things incompatible with keeping it entire. And beſides, 
tho' they are diſſappointed, they are not unhappy, for all 
things are ſettled to their mutual ſatisfaction. | . 
Tho' many of the phraſes are broad, the author has endez. 
voured, as much as poſſible to avoid groſs indelicacies; and 
the reader will conſider, that he repreſents only the expreſ. 
ſions and ſentiments of plain country people. Many of them, 
he is ſenſible, will not bear to be tried by the rules of gram- 
mar, in many caſes, to have altered, would have been nearly the 
fame as to have ſpoiled them. Moſt of them, he imagines, 
will be underſtood by thoſe who are converſant in the old 
Scotiſh language, and our preſent provincial dialects. 
To conclude, this ſma!! work has lain many years by the | 
Author, and copies of the manuſcript had got abroad ; one of 
theſe was ſeen by a Gentleman who deſired it ſhould be pub. 
liſhed, and wrote to the Author to that effect. As he was con- 
ſcious that the tendency and deſign were moral, however 
faulty the execution, his objections were eaſily got over. Had 
he printed a Hit of thoſe ſubſcribers who do him ſo much ho- 
* Nour, he would have laid himſelf open to the imputation of the 
greateſt vanity. He chuſes to inpate the favourable reception 
which the propoſals met with, rather to the benevolence of 
thoſe Ladies and Gentlemen who intereſted themſelves in his 
favour than to any merit in his work ; and of this obligacion 
they have laid him under, he ſhall always retain the moſt 
' grateful ſenſe. . 
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mn | FORTUNATE SHEPHERDESS, &c. 
0 INVOCATION. 

i A* ScoTa, Thou that anes upon a day. 


Gar'd Allan Ramſay's hungry hart firings play 
The merrieſt ſangs that ever yet were ſung, . 

be Pity anes 'mair, For I'm outthrow as clung. 

Twas that grim goſſip, chandler chatted want, 
With threed-bair claithing, and an ambry ſcant, 
ver Made him cry o'thee, to blaw throw his pen, 
ad Wi' leed, that well mighi help him to come ben, 
do- An crack amo' the belt of ilka = 

the WI An' ſhape his houghs to gentle bows and becks. ; 
100 Bi He wan thy heart, well wordy o't poor man, 14 
Take yet another gangrell by the hand ; 
ks gryt's my miſter, an' my duds as bair, 
of and 1 as ſib as he was ilka hair: 

Mak me but half as canny, there's no fear, 
Tho' I be auld, but I'll yet gather gear. 


O gin thou hadſt not heard him firſt o'erwell, 
When he got maughts to write The Shepherd's Tale, 
| meith ha had ſome chance of landing fir 
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2 The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, Canto 4 


But O that ſang, the mither of my care! : Bl 
What wad I geen, that thou hadſt put thy thumb, Bu 
Upo' the well tauld tale, till I had come ; Ar 
Then led my hand alengſt it line for line, = 5p 
O to my dieing day, how I wad ſhine ; ? BY = Yc 
An' as far yont it, as ſyn Habbi plaid, . W 
Or Ga'in on Virgil matchleſs {kill diſplay' d: TI 
An' mair I wadna wils. But Ramſay bears Ar 
The gree himſel, an' the green laurels wears: Ne 
Well mat he brook them, for piece ye had air d, 1 


The tafk to me, Pate meith na been a laird : 
Tis may be better, I's take what ye gee 
Ye're nae toom handed gin your heart be free: 
But I's be willing as ye bid me write, 
Blind horſe they ſay ride hardy to the fight; 
And by good hap, may come awa, but ſcorn 
They are na kempers a' that ſhear the corn. 


"Then Scota heard, and ſaid your rough Ho ware - 
Sounds but right douft an fewſome to my ear; Ar 
Do ye pretend to write like my ain bairn, Fo 
Or onie ane that wins beyont the Kairn; | Ar 


Ye're far miſtaen gin ye think ſick a thought, 

The Gentle Shepherd's nac ſae eaſy wrought; 
There's ſcenes an acts, there's drift an there's deſi ign, | 
An' a' maun like a new ground whittle ſhine ; 4 
Sick wimpl'd wark, would crack a pow like thine. 
Kind miſtris, ſays I, gin this be your fear, 

Charge nae mair ſhor, than what the piece'Il bear. 
Something but ſeenes or acts, that kittle game, 

Yet what may pleaſe, bid me ſit down an' frame, 

_ Gae, then, ſhe ſays, nor deave me with your dinn, 

| PuFF—-I inſpire you, ſae you may begin, 

If ye oe fortherſgme, turn tapſie turyy 


The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, 
Blame your ain haſte, an ſay not that I ſpur ye. 
But ſound and ſeelfu' as I bid you write, | 
An' ready hae your pen when I indite : | 
Speak my ain leed, tis gueed auld Scots I mean, 
Your Southren gnaps, I count not worth a preen, 
We've words a fouth, that we can ca' our ain, 
Tho' frae them now my childer fair refrain. 

An' are to my gueed auld proverb confeerin, 
Neither gueed fiſh nor fleſh, nor yet fa't herrin. 
Gin this ye do an lyn your rime wi' ſenſe 

But ye'll make friends of fremmet fouk, fa' kens ? 
W:' thir injunctions ye may ſet you down: 
Miſtris, ſays I, I'm at your biding boun, 


Sae I begins, my pen into my hand, 
Juſt ready hearkning, as ſhe ſhould command. 
But then about her, there was fic a dinn, 
Some ſeeking this, ſome that, ſome out ſome in, 
That its nae wonder, tho' I aft gae wrang, 
An' for my ain, ſet down my neiper's ſang, 
For hundreds mair were learning at her ſchool, 
And ſome wrote fair, an' ſome like me wrote foul, 


CANTO'L 


Hen yet the leal an' ac fauld ſhepherd life, 
Was nae oergane by faucit ſturt an' ſtrife, 

But here and there part o' that ſceltu' race, 

Kept love an' lawty o' their honeſt face, 

Piece long ere than, lowns had begun to ſpread, 

An' riefing hereſhip, was become a trade. 

Yet of the honeſt ſort, that did nae ken, 

Nacthing but. what was downright fair an' plain, 

A ſonſie pair of lad an' laſs was found, 

Wha honeſt love, wi halie wedlock crown'd. 

For joining hands they juſt were feer for feer, 

AZ 


6 The F, ortunate Shepherdefs Canto I. 


An liv'd to other, as A to B as near. 
For bonyneſs an other good outthrow, 
They were as right as ever trade the dew, 


The lad was Colen, and the laſs was Jane, 
An' howſoon as the jimp three raiths was gane, 
The dentyeſt wean bony Jane fuiſh hame, 

To fleſh or blood, that ever had a claim : 
The name the wean gat, was Helenore, 

'That her ain grandame brooked lang before. 
Gryt was the care an' tut'ry that was ha'en, 
Baith night an' day about the bony wean. 

The jizzen-bed wi' rantree leaves was ſain'd, 
An' ſick like craft as the auld grandys kend. 
Jane's paps wi' fa't and water waſhen clean, 
For fear her milk gat wrang fan it was green. 
Then the firſt hippen to the green was flung, 
And unko' words thereat baith ſaid an ſung. 
A burning coal with the hett tangs was ta'en, 
Frae out the ingle mids, well brunt an' clean, 
An' thro' the corſy- belly letten fa', 

For fear the wean ſhould be ta'en awa'. 
Dowing an growing was the dayly. prayer, 
An' * Nory tented was wi unko' care. - 
The oddeſt fike an fille, that e're was een, 


Was by the mither an' twa grandys ta'en. 


An' the twa bobbys were baith fidging fain, 
That they had gotten an oye o' their ain. 
An' bony Nory anſwer'd a' their care, 


For well ſhe throove and haleſome was an fair, 5 


As clear an' calour as a water trout, 
An' with her growth her beauty ay did ſprout. 


When Helenore, a gangrel now was grown, 
And had begun to toddle about the town, 45 


]be Tminutize of Helencre. 
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The F. ortunate Sbepherdeſs, mY 


An honeſt neiper man, Ralph was his name, 

That liv'd on the ſame tenement with them, 

A dainty ftirrah had, twa years out gane, 

An' he was now well ta en the rode him lane. 

The calland's name was Roſalind, an they, 

Yeed hand in hand together at the play. 

An' as the billy had the ſtart of yeeld, d,, 
To Norry he was ay a tenty beeld. | ; 
ad help her up, fan ſhe wad chance to fa', 

Wad gather gowans, an' ſtring them on a ſtraw, 

An' knit about her bony neck an' arms, 

An' be as tenty to keep of all harms, _ 

As ever hen upo' the midden head, 

Wad tent her chuekens frae the greedy glaid : 

Twas then that Cupid ettled aff a ſhaft, 

An' ſtang the weans, ſtrangers to his craft, 

That baith their hearts bett wi' the common ſound, 
But had na pain, but pleaſure o the wound, 


As they grew up, alike their liking grew, 
Ils ever graſs wet with the morning dew, 
Ilie was their pleaſure, an' alike their pain, 
An' baith alike were angry an' were fain: 
When they were able now to herd the ewes, 
They yeed together thro' the heights an' hows. 
Whiloms they tented, an ſometimes they plaid, 
an ſometimes raſhen hatts or buckies made. 


But on a day as * Lindy was fu' thrang, 
Weaving 2 ſnood, an thinking on nae wrang ; 
An' baith curcudduch an their heads bow'd down, 
ald flecker' lowrie fetcht, a wyllie roun ; 

An' claught a lamb anoner Nory's care, 
be ſpy'd the thief, an' gae the reefu' rair : 
Lindy bangs up, an flang his ſnood awa, 


— 


* The aua of Reſalind. 


8 | The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, Canto l. 


An' i' the haſte of rinning catcht aa, i 
Flanght bred upon his face, an there he lay. 
Nory's purſuing as faſt as ſhe may, 

The cries' an yaumers gar'd the thief let gang, 


The ſakeleſs beaſt, but not without great wrang, 


For 'tweiſh twa hillocks the poor lambie lies, 
An' ay fell forthert, as it ſhoope to riſe: 

But that was nacthing to the dreary knell, 
 Yeed till her heart fan her dear Lindy fell. 


Fan ſhe eame too, he never made to ſteer 


Nor anſwer gae to ought that ſhe could ſpeer; 


Like to diſtract ſhe lifted up his head. 
Cry'd Lindy, Lindy, waes me are ye dead ? 
Nae anſwer yet, for he had fa en aſwoon, 
His face got fick a dird upo' the ground : 
An awful hole was dung intill his brow, 


An' lappert bleed was ſmeer'd around his mou. 


But howſomever in a little wee, 

Himſel he gathers and begins to ſee : 

An firſt he ſpies poor Nory greeting ſair, 
An' ſays, O oman fat makes a' your care, 
Has the onbeaſt your lambie taen awa' ? 
Nac that ſhe ſays, but cauſe ye gotten a fa ; 
Up by the lambie's lying yonder ſtyth: 

But makesna, that its nae your ſell I'm blyth. 
For fan I fand you, I thought haleumlie, 
That ye wad never ſpeak again to me: 

I fpake to you, but ye nae anſwer made, 


An' then with baith my hands I rais'd your head; 


But never a ſinacle of life was there, 
An' I was juſt the neeſt thing to deſpair ; 
But well's my heart that ye are come aliſt, 
The lamb's awa', an it'll never be miſt : 


Ve Fortunate Shepherdefs, 
woll ablins get a flyte, an' ablins nan, 3% 

We'll ſay it was fan ye fell o' the ſtane, 5 "ROO 
An hurt ſae fair as cud na riſe your lane. 
Try gin ye'll creep unto this ſtrypie here, 
An'l will waſh' your face wi' water clear. 
But a her waſhing cud na ſtench the bleed, 
In haſte then Nory for the ſtench-gitſs yeed : 
For theſe auld warld fouks had wond'rous can, 
Of herbs that were baith good for beaſt anꝰ man 
An' did wr care the canny knack 1 impart, 
Unto their bairns, an' taught them a' the art. 
Back with the haleſome girſs in halle ſhe by'd, 
an' tentyly unto the fair apply'd : 
The bleedw as ſtanch'd, an' one that ſtench'd cheir care; 
A plantane leaf was clapped o' the fair. 
Now Lindy is as canty as a midge, 
An' Nory at it did for blythneſs fidge : 5 
Took frac her pouch a glack of bread an' cheeſe, 
And with a ſmirtle unto Lindy gees ; 
He takes an' eats an' Nory does the fame, 
Then look their ewes, an' back unto their game, 


By this time Lindy is right well ſhot out, 
Twixt nine and ten I think, or there about; 
Nae burſen bailch, nae wandought or miſprown; 
But plump an' ſwack an' like an apple round. 
As onie kurch his hair baith white and lang, 
Like tap of lint down o'er his ſhoulders hang. 
His cheeks they were as onie cherie red, 

An' his twa eyn were clear as onie bead. 

Fu o' good nature, ſharp an' ſnell with a, 
An' kibble grown at ſhaking of a fa. 

ae billie like him ſell a' round about, 

That mows or earneſt durſt gee him a clout. 
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ro The Fortunate ae Canto 1 


An' Nory was the bonnyeſt laſſie grown, 
That ever was in landert or in town. 
A hellzier ſhe than Lindy younger was, 
But for her growth was much about a paſs; ;; 
Her hair juſt like the glowing threeds of goud, ? 
Frae lug to lug in bony ringlets row'd. 
Pure red and white, her mither o er again, 
An' bonyer, gin bonyer cou'd a been. 
You cou'd na look your fairing at her face, 
It was ſo cheary an ſo fu' of grace. | 
Her cherry cheeks, you might bleed with a ſtrae, 
Syne ſhe was ſwak an' ſouple like a rae: 
e like an eel an calour like a trout, 
An was become a fairly round about. 
Whan ſhe among the neiper bairns was ſeen, 
At greedy-glad or warpling © the green, 
She 'clipſt them a, an gar d them look like draff, 
For ſhe was like che corn, an' they the caff, 
The wives about, envy'd the laſſie's fare, 

An' wiſs'd her wraking, but begecked were. 


As ſhe an' Lindy, fa' into their teens, 

Their liking ripens an' its pith maintains, 
But with mair wyles an' can they bet the flame, 
An' with their years as faſt grew up their ſhame, 
The other hirds young Lindy treat with ſcorn, 
An' mair an' mair ſtroove to blaw up the horn; 3 
As gin together clouds o' them had gane, 

To play the penny or the putting ſtane. 

If Lindy ehanc'd, as ſynle was his lot, 

To play a feckleſs or 2 wrangous ſhot ; ' 

Jeering they'd ſay, poor Lindy's mauchtleſs grown; 
But maksna, its a browſt that he hath brown. 

Gin he bout Nory leſſer fike had made, 


N 


» A r ec 
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The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, ” If; 
He had na been ſae ſmearleſs at the trade. 
For they were a' juſt like to eat their thumb, 
That he wi' her ſae far ben ſhould a come; | 
Nor was't a fairly, for ſhe well meith be, 47 
Gentle or ſemple a wife to ony he, 

For fleſh an bleed: what needs there ſpeaking mair, 
This was the grudge an ground of a' their care. 


The laſſes too, for they were ilka ane, 
Wi! Lindy's favour and his beauty ta'en ; 
Tzunted poor Nory, an' wad jecring ſay, 
They kend where they were ſeen the tither day: 
Now Nory was as modeſt as a fleuk, 

An' at their jeering wiſt na how to ook. 
An' the thereon aft i“ the dumps wad be, 

When after that ſhe chanc'd her jo to ſee. 

Which thrawart carriage gar'd him wonder fair, 
And ſpeer what was the ground of this her care? 
Wi' bluſhes that ſpake out her love an' pain, 
She made reply, I's warrant ye may ken. 

Well Nory, faid he never faſh your thumb, 

Gin J had heal T's gar them a' fing dumb: 

An' gin I get but muckle o'their dinn, 

Js try whilk o'us has the thickeſt ſkin: 

t ſets them well into our thrang to ſpy, 
They d better, whiſht, for fear J raiſe a fry. 
An' for the geeglits that gae to the glen, 

An' night an' day are floaning o' the men, 

An' never like but o the lads to crack. 

An' are as light as ever the queen's plack ; 
They well may had their tongues, I'm. ſure that they, 
Had never yet the like of us to ſay. 

Tell Jenny Cock, an' ſhe jeer onjc mair 
Ve ken where Dick curfuffl'd a' her hair. 

e 5 IO 


12 The Fortunate 8 he pherdeſi, Canto l. 


Took af her ſnood, an ſyne fan ſhe yeed hame, 
Boot ſay ſhe tint it, nor durſt tell for thawe; 
That word I think, will fair to ſtap her mou', 

An' I my ſell can tell that that was true: | 
But fat's the matter let them ſay their fill, 

Gin they ſpeak truth, they canna ſpeak nae ill, 
An' gin they lee, they Il hae the warſe them ſells, 
Let them nc'er halt till they win hood an bells. 


Thus he wad Nory cocker up again, 
An' eaſe her ſtomach o' its dreery pain. 
For when love dwells atweeſh twa lovers leal, 
They neither gueed nor ill frae ither heal: 
Whate' er betides them, it relieves their heart, 
Fan they get ſcouth their dolor to impart: 
But for as well as they had learn't to heal, 
Their courtſhip wad na langer now conceal. 
Baith mill an' ſmithy had it now fu' ryffe, 
That Lindy an' Nory wad be man an' wife. 
An' the auld fouks themſells were mair nor fain, 
Whan o' the bargain they began to ken: 
But tho' the young fouks liked other ſair, 
They never yet had dint o' warid's care : 
For marriage was as far out o' their ght, 
As their intrigue was honeſt and upright. 
They never minded mair but meet an' daut, 
An' thought the time but ſcrimp enough for that. 


Vet on a time when they their tryſt had made, 
To meet an' crack aneth a birken ſhade : 
An' were well ſet, and kiſſes yeed ding dang, 
Says Lindy we maun marry now ere lang ; 
_ Fouk will ſpeak o's an' faſh us wi' the kirk, 
An' we be found together i' the merk: 
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| Te Fortunate Shepbeydeſ, %. Bs 15 


ken na quo ſhe, we're o'er young I tins 8 

Of houſe or hadding yet to hae the care. 

Ye ſee how Rob an' ſenny's gane, ſyne they, 

Hae pitten o'er their heads their merry day. 

Ye canna ſee I'm ſure a poorer pairr. 
For back an belly, they're ſae pinch'd an bare. 
They've gotten a geet that fülle s na night nor day, 
Their ae beaſt cow I ſaw them lately flea ; 

That {or plain poortith lairt intill a bogg, 

Belides they hae nae either ew of hogg : 

Sick ſnibs as that, may fair to let us ſee, 

is better for us to be looſe an' free. 

A treer life I'm ſure we canna lead, 

Our meat an claith are baitk bound till our head,. 
When down's our head, as we hae heard it ſaid, 

Our houſe is happed an' our mailen paid. © : 


Quo' hel grant *tis a true that ye ſpeak 
But yet ae ſwallow does na ſummer mak: 
An we hadd heal we need na dridder mair, 
Ye ken we winna be ſet down ſae bare. 
An then at hame the ſtocking | is nae ſma, 
An' nane to ſeek or get it, but we twa. 
That's true and true enough, but yet quo ſhe, 
There is nae time o'ergane for you or me. 
But what if ſome miſchief ſhou'd cut us ſhort, 
Quo' he, an' after a' ſhould ſpoil our ſport, 
What if ſome wealthy cheeld mould chance to come, 
Juſt ready for a wife, as ay there's ſome, 
An” wi' your father ſick an ear ſhud get, 
As gar him ſtrick the; iron when it is het; 
How ſtand poor I, o'er ta'en wi' ſick a trick, 
To look like blunty an the fupſhaft lick: 
Na na, = ſhe, ye need Ne hae flick fear, 
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14 The Fortunate Sbepherdeſi, Canto 1, 


They ken ye like me, an' they ken ye've gear : 
An' gin ye wad but ſhoot it by a while, 

I ken the thing that wad your fears beguile : 
But I think ſhame becauſe it ſpeaks of me, 
Hang ſhame, quo Lindy, an' be frank an' free. 


Well nac lang ſyne, fan our auld fouks were laid, 
An' taking their ain crack into their bed; 
Weening that I was ſleeping, they began, oo 
An ſpak about my getting of a man: 

My aher firft did at my mither ſpeer, 
Heary, is Nory fifteen out the year ? 

A well I wat is ſhe, my mither ſays, 
Had ſhe a womans wit, ſhe has her days : 
Ha' never an hour does Nory want, lat's ſee, 
But bare twa months her ſynteen out to be; 
An' gin ye mind, I but nineteen was out, _ 
Fan we forgather d, or juſt thereabout: 

J mind it well enough, an' ſo I may 

At well I danc'd wi' you at your birth day: 
Ay, heary quo ſhe now but that's awa' ; 
Dainta quo he, let never warſe befa' ; 

We're well enough, we hae baith meat an claith, 
An' o'er bauld to complain at ither ſkaith, 

We manna ay be young : quo ſhe, that's true, 
But fat think ye of Nory's courtſhip now; 
Lindy an” ſhe I hear are unko thrang, 

"Tis now nae ſecret, the news is gaing ding dang, 
Auld Magy Procter ſpeerd at me, laſt day, 

J ſaid I kent na, it might e' en be ſae 

Yo ung fouks'll ay be looking them about, 
An' that they're doing ſae, I mak no doubt, 
Quo' he, but heary, what do ye think ot, 
My mither fays, I wiſs I ga my coat, 
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The F, ortunate Shepberdeſs 


That it were true ; I like the nd right well, 
For I like ay the verity to tell ; 

He may well fair, the beſt day cer ſhe raiſe, 
Quo he, I nothing ken to his diſpraiſe: 

He's a gueed lad, an' that's the beſt of a“, 

An' for the geer his father well can draw ; > 

For he's nae- boſs, ſix ſcore o' lambs the year, 
Is heartning gueed,. the match is feer for feer is, 
A's true quo ſhe, but we'll behad a wee, 

She's nae well knit, altho that ſhot ſhe be, + 
She'll be mair ſtivage, heary, truſt ye me, 
Gin ſhe a toment yet be latten be. 

Ye's get your will quo” he; 'tis nae far back, 
Syn Ralph an' I about it had a crack; 
They like the bargain, juſt as well as we, 


An' its nae matter when the wedding be. 


Kiſs o thy mou”, for ſuch a couthy tale, 

Reply'd the lad, I wat, thou's get it leel ; 

Well mat thou thram, for ſyn thou's been ſo tree, 
I for a little fyle ſhall lat thee be; 

Tho' fair againſt my will, for ye may ken, 

T had drink frac drouth, is fair againſt the grain. 


That ay this bony warer-fide did claim, 
Frac yellow ſands, that trindl'd down the fame. 
The fouks were wealthy, ſtore was a' their ſtock, 


NOW Flaviana was the country's name, 2 


With this, but little filler, did they trock : 


Frac mang the ſtock, his honour gat his fa” 5 
An' got but little cunzie, or nane awa. 
The water fecklie on a level flede, 

WY little dinn, but couthy, what it made. 


On ilka fide, the tices grew thick an' ſtrang 


16 The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, n J. 
An' a' the boughs wi” birds were in a ſang: 
On every fide, a full bowſhot an' mair, 
The green was even, gowany an' fair: 
With eaſy ſklent, on every ſide the braes, 
To 2 good height, wi”. ſcatter'd buſſes raiſe : 
Wi” goats an ſheep aboon, an cows below, 
Theſe bony braes, all in a ſwarm did go. 
No property theſe honeſt ſhepherds pled, 
All kept alike, an' all in common fed : 

But ah 4--misfortune ! while they fear'd no ill, 
A band of kettrins did their forreſt fill; 

On ilka ſide, they took it in with care; 
And i' the ca nor cow nor ewe did ſpare: 
The fſakeleſs ſhepherds ſtroove with might an' main, 
To turn the dowie chaſe, but all in vain ; | 
They had nae maughts for ſick a toilſome taſk, 
For fac d robb'ry had put off the maſk. 

Amo' the herds that plaid a naughty part, 

Young Lindy kyth'd himſel wi” hand an heart. 
But mair nor maſter maws the field, an fae 

It far'd wi' him poor man, that hapleſs day. 

Three fallows bauld like very lions ſtrong, 
Were a' his wrack an' wrought him a' his wrang; 
On him laid hands, whan he now dow na mair, 
An' w teugh raips they band him hard an' fair, 
An' left him there, till they ſhou'd caſt about, 
An drive him hame before them i' the rout; 

Ere they came back frae dighting o the reer, 
Twas now as dark as it afore was clear; 

They ſought about, their ſeeking was in vain, 
An' Lindy's left poor man to pine wi pain. 


The fouk at hame, by this t Es hac their caro 


The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, | 
ac that the gueeds are byding wonder fair. 
o hillock heads an' knolls man wife an' wean, 
To ſpy about them gather now ilk ane, 
dome o' them running here, ſome O them there, 
an' a' in out moſt mazerment an' care; 
Nory poor *Oman had ſome farther gane, 
For Lindy fly'd, an' ſtandin' was her lane, 
Whan up there came twa ſhepherds out o' breath, 
Rais'd like, an' blawing, an' as haw as death. 
Now Nory lays what's been the cauſe the day, 
The herds an” gueeds, hae made ſae lang a ſtay. _ 
Of guceds an' herds we need nae ſpeak nae mair, 
Dowie's this day, an gae the reefu' rair : 
They're a- made herſhip, an' for ought we ken, 
The herds may a' be feckly ta'en or ſlain ; 
At thir ſad news poor Noty taks the gate, 
What legs could lift, tho it was dark an late; 
She ran an' ſkream' 4 an roove out at her hair, 
An' to the glens the gaineſt gate can fare: 
Ay as the lads came up the news they ſpread, 
| anna tell you what effect it had; 
For ſick a ruther raiſe, tweeſh riving hair, 
Skreeding o' kurches, crying dool an care. 
Wi thud for thud upon their bare breaſt bane; 
To ſee't an” hear't, wad rive a heart of ſtane. 
Poor Nory rins till ſhe dow rin nae mair, 
An' ſyne fa's down, judge gin her heart was fair, 
Out at her mow it juſt was like to bout, 
ntl her lap at. every ither thaut 
As lang as ſhe had maughts to rin or gang, 
0 Lindy ! Lindy ! was her dowie fang : 
Vell Lindy, 3 Lindy art thou dead, 
Is never frac this hillock lift my head. 
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is The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, Canto l. 


O dead, come alſo an' be kind to me, 


An frae this ſad back-birn of forrow free: 


Cry what ſhe liked, Lindy cud na hear, 


For ſhe for that a quite wrang courſe did ſteer, 
'Twa miles at leaſt, for he had follow'd on, 


Till by the ruffians he was ſae undone. 
In 8 poor pickle heartleſs Nory lies, 


Rowing her head, amind to never rife. 


The night grew merk, the miſt began to fa', 


The howlet ſcreekt, an' that was warſt of a, 


For ilka time, the on beaſt gae the yell, 

In ſpite of grief, it gae her heart a knell: 

At laſt, what wi' the fright, and what wi grief, 
An' ſoupet ſpirits hopeleſs o' relief: 

Sleep bit an' bit crap in upon her wae, 

An' a' was quiet for an hour or ſae; 

But yer her heart was ay upo' the flought, 
Sleepin' an' wakin' Lindy fill'd her thought. 
e was ſhe catcht, for ill now an' then, 
She'd ſtart an famper, an' fa' o'er again. 

At laſt her dolor gets the upper hand, 

She ſtarts to foot, but has na maughts to ſtand 1 


_ Hallach'd an' dameift, an” ſcarce at her ſell, 


Her limbs they faicked under her an' fell. 


Fan ſhe had thought awee, the dowie knell. 


Strak till her heart, tor Lindy ſharp an' ſnell, 
Its yet pit merk, the yerd a' black about, 


An' the night fowl began again to ſhout ; 


Thro' ilka limb an' lith the terror thirl'd, 
At ilka time the dowie monſter ſkirl'd. 

At laſt the welcome iky began to clear, 
The birds to chirm, an' day light to appear; 


This laid her cery 8 but yet her 2 N 
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When light cou'd ſair her to ſee round about, 


The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, © 8 x 5 . 


For her dear jo, did ſtill. its ſtrength maintain. 


* 


Where ſhe might be, ſne now began to doubt. 
Nae meiths ſhe kent, ilk hillock head was new, 
An'a thing unko' that was in her view. 

Nor was it fairly, for ſhe had na been, 
So far before, or ere ſick glens had ſen: 2 
ror ne'er till yet by three lang miles an' mair, 
Had errands led her to the hills to fare. 

On ilka hand, the hills were ſtay an' ſteep, 

An' thou'd ſhe tak them, ſhe behov'd to cam 

The fear of Lindy wad na let her turn, 

The frightful cleughs made her to ſigh an' mourn! 

An' now for faut and miſter ſhe was ſpent, 

Like vater weak, an' dwebell like a bent. 

Yet try't ſhe maun, her heart, it wad na fair 5 
To think but Lindy to gae hame nae mair. 

Up thro” the cleughs, where bink on bink was ſer, 
Scrambling wi' hands and feet ſhe taks the gate: 

Twa hours ſhe took, the langeſt o' the day, 

Dow what ſhe mought, ere ſhe clamb up the brae. 

At length, whan ſhe unto the height had won, 

What meets her there, but the ſweet morning ſun. 
Breathleſs and feckleſs, there ſhe ſits her down, 

An' will an' willſome looked her around: 

O' this ſae couthy blink, ſhe was right fain, 

An' for a wee was eaſed of her pain 

But yet the heat, fac maſter” d a' her pith 

That ſhe grew tabetlels an' ſwarfe therewith : 

An' for a while ſhot out baith hand an How 

As ſhe had becn wi' the elf arrow ſhort. 

At laſt the dwam fled over bit an' bit, 

And ſhe begins to draw her limbs an' fit ; 


ir 


20 The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, Canto 
An' by the help'of an auld ſtandin' ſtane, 
To which the did her weary body lean : _ 
She wins to foot, an' ſwavering makes to gang, 
An' meets a plump of averens ere lang; 
Right yape ſhe yoked to the pleaſing feaſt, _ 
An lay an' cated half an hour at leaſt : 

The feckleſs meltet did her heart O'erſet, 
"Cauſe nature frae't did litle ſuſtnance get: 
Sick, ſick ſhe grows, ſyne after that a wee, 
Whan ſhe o'ercame, the tear fell in her eye: 
An till her ſell ſhe made this heavy main, 


* Propines o' this I'll get nae mair again 
60 | 


Of theſe to me, thy pouches faſhen fouꝰ: 
Alas poor man ! for aught that I can ſee, 
This day thou lying in cauld bark may'ſt be: 
And waes me for't, but I ſhall never ſtint, 
Till o' the truth the verity be kent; 
Tho to the warlds end my race ſhould be, 
Dead or alive, thy bony face I'll ſee.” 
Sac up ſhe riſes, and about ſhe ſpies, 
An' lo! beneath a bony burnie lies 
Out throw the miſt atweeſh her an' the ſun, 
That ſhin'd an' glanc'd in ilka pool an' lyn. 
A hail half mile ſhe had at leaſt to gang, 
Thro' birns an' pits an' ſcrabs, an' heather lang: 
Vet putt an' row, wi' mony a weary twine, 
She wins at laſt, to where the pools did ſhine: 
Along the burn, that buſhed was wi' trees, 
A bony eaſy beaten road {he ſees. 5 
Amo' the buſhes birdies made their mang, 
Till a' the cloughs about with muſick rang: 
They ſeem'd to do their beſt to caſe the fair, 
But ſhe for that was o'er far gane in care. 
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Frae my dear Lindy : monie a time has thou, 


The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, 

Yet with the pleaſant roadic ſhe was ta'en, 

an' down the burnie takes the road her lane: 

Weening at length, ſhe meith ſome towns eſpie, | 

an fac amo' them for her lover try, | 1 il 

Now very fair the ſun began to beat, | 1 

an' ſhe was almaiſt ſcunfeſt with the heat: | 1 

The ſummer cauls were dancing here an there, 1 

an' clouds of midges reeling 1 ip the air: | _ 

The ſtreams of ſweat an' tears thro' Mer ran, 5 1 

Adown her cheeks an ſhe to fag began : 1 

Wi wae an' faut an meethneſs O' the day, 

de air beſet ſhe was, that down ſhe lay; 

For her gueed luck a wie bit aff the pead, 

Grew there a tree wi branches thick an' bred : 

The ſhade beneath a canneſs bred our throw, | L 

Held aff the ſun beams frac a bony how: _ 

Here ſhe reſolves to reſt, an' may be die, mn 

An' lean'd her head unto the kindly tree. 1 

Her head ſhe had upon her haffer laid, 

An' fain, fain, was ſhe, of the 880K ſhade. 

ort while ſhe 7 this calour poſture lay. 

When heavy ſleep beguil'd her o' her wae : 

Three hours that bliſs to her was length'n'd out, 

When by odd chance a huntſman came. about: 
A gallant youth, an' O! ſae finely clade, 

Ia his right hand a bow of ſteel] he had: 

A bony page behind cloſe at his heel, 

Carry'd a ſhate of arrows ſhode with ſteel ; 

A knapſack white, compactly made an feat, 

dung o'er his head well lyn' d with gentle meat. 

4s this young ſquire on haſte is ſtanding by, 

Wi ſydlings look he ſees a woman ly: 


jumps in the gate, but when he ſaw her face, 
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22 The Fortunate Shephberdefs. Canto I, 


So ſweet, ſo angel like, fo fu' o grace: 

He durſt na budge, nor ſpeak, nor gang awa, 

But ſtood ſtane (till, like picture on the wa” 
1 His full of looking, he could never get, 
Por on ſick looks his eyn he never ſet : : = 


Tho' bludder'd fair wi' ſtrypes of tears, an ſweat. ) 
As he's thus gazing Cupid draws a ſhaft, 

An' prœv'd himſell a maſter of the craft: 

Wi' ſick a twang he bent his golden bow, 

The red het arrow picrc'd him thro' and throw. 

Nae eek frae Nory's hame- ſpun kirtle came, 

To catch the hunter or to beet the flame. 

Plain was her gown, the hew was of the ewe, 

An' tatter'd like, for ſhe was on the grow : 

*Tis true her head, had been made up' fu' ſleek, 

'The tither day an' well put on her keek: 

But a' her bra's were out of order now, 

Her hair in taits hang down upon her brow, 

To her left ſhoulder too her keek was worn, 
Her gartens tint, her ſhoon clean out an' torn; 

Naething remain'd to put her in diſguiſe, 

She makes the conquelt there, juſt as ſhe lies, 

Nor had a dart yet flown out from her eyes, 

Some ſkair he judg d the beauty fair had got, 

An' met wi' ſomething hapleſs in her lot, 

An' thought that ſhe &en by her ſell W . 

An' if awakn'd fiercelins aff meith flee : 

For ſhe was aften farting thro' her " 

An' iumpering as gin ſhe made tc weep: 

Still he looks on, at length herſel ſhe rais'd, 

An' round avout wi' conſternation gaz d. 

Upo the ſquire as ſoon's ſhe ſet her cyes, 

Up till her feet ſhe bangs wi' great ſurpriſe; 
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The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, 23 
An' was to run, he claught her by the claiſe, 
An ſaid ſweet laſſie, huly an' ye pleaſe, 
Ye's get nae wrang, byde only till I ſpeer, 
What ye be ſeeking, an what fuiſh you here: 
The grip detain'd her, but ſhe cud na ſpeak, 
Her tongue for fear, tint fettle in her cheek ; 
Then ſaftly ſtill the ſquire intreats her ay, 
At laſt ſhe gae a ſob, and ſays hegh hey 
0 let me gang, for I hae done nae ill-— 
There's nane here thinks it, ſays he, but ſtay full; 
Tell me what ails you, an' I'll right your wrang, 
Be what it wa I ſanna Sage you lang, 
My wrang ! my wrang ! gryt is my wrang, ſhe fan 
Gin you heard tell of FLAVIANA's braes; 
Frae them am I, 'tis there our wrang is wrought, 
Wrang unforſain d, an' that we never bought; 
Rank kettren were they that did us the ill, 
They toom'd our braes that ſwarming ſtore did ſill: 
An' mair nor that I fear our hirds are ta'en, 
An' its fair born o' me that they re ſlain. 
For they great dacker made an' tulzi'd ſtrang, 
Ere they wad yield an let the cattle gang. 
An' a' the time the tears ran down her cheek, 
An' pinked o'er her chin upon her keck. 
To ſee her grief his heart was like to brak, 
An' he intreated ſhe wad courage tak; 
That he wad gar the gueeds come daneing hame, 
An' them pay deep an' dear, that had the blame, 
An' wi a ſmile unto the maiden ſays, 
| mind to hear of FLAviaNa's braes. 
Fan I was young upo' the neiriſh knee, 
My mamy us'd to ling a ſang to me, 
About the braes, an Colen Was the lad, 


24 The Fortumate Shepherdeſs, Canto I, 
An' bony Jean the name the laſſie had. | 
Well were they roos'd, gin a was ſaid was true, 
An' what ken I, but they belang'd to you: 

Gin they were bony; ye are ſae I ſee; 

The tear again came trickling frae her eye. 
She ſcarce could ſpeak, at laſt ſhe ſobbing ſays, 


There was a ſang ca'd FLAviaNa's braes; 5 be 
The fouk intil't belanging were to me, 33 Ret 1 
An' tho 1 fay't they cu'd na ibber be. 11 360-1 < 


But ſad's the lang that we may a' ſing now, 


Of hirds an' gear we're poor alike I trow. le 
Fear na ſweet laſſie, fear na, he replies, No 
Tis nae a' hopeleſs that in peril lies : 7 
Take ye good heartning an' lay by your fears, No 
Come to this ſtrype, an' waſh awa your tears: * 
I's mak you right enough: ; the kindly tale, > 


To gang and waſh wi Nory did prevail. | ; 
But O! fan he beheld her es ſo fair, 8 
So ſweet fo bony an' fo debonair : Ha, 

Gin he afore was Oer the lugs in love, 
Out o'er the head he now was and above. 


Now ilka nook ſhe fills within his heart. A 
An he reſolves that they ſhall never part, 
An' to his page he lays, tak out ſome meat, : | 
I'm ſure this laſs has mair nor need to eat: ; 

: 3 An 
Gray-mercies ſhe replies, but I maun gang, ” 
I dread that I hae bidden here o'er lang; . 
Na bony laſs he ſays, tak ye ſome meat, 3 


Ye winna get this offer ilka get: © by 
Tho' ſhe was ſhamefu' hunger made her yield, | ; 
Sae they ſat down aneth the ſhady beild : 
With his ain hand he cutted aff an' gae, 

An' cated wi her, an' gar'd her do ſae. 


When hunger now was flack'd a litle wee, 
che taks herſell, an aff again ſhe'll be : 
hametu” ſhe was, an' ſkeigh like onie hare, 
an cou'd na think of fitting langer there: 
an' had her fears, that ane ſae gentle like, 


She hadds her hand ; the ſquire that had his eye, 
Upon her a' the time reed ſhe ſud flec : | 
dys cannily, I'm ſure ye are na fairt, 
There's fouth o' meat, eat on an' dinna ſpair't ; 
Ve re juſt as welcome as my heart can mak you, 
Nor need ye fear that onie {kaith o'ertak you; 
As lang's I'm here, for me I's do you nane, 

Nor do I think ye're ſafe to gang your lane ; 
amo' thir hills, for ye may meet with ſkaith, 


There's fouks gang here, that's abler than we baith : 
Fen fit you ſtill an' reſt you here wi' me, 


an' I ſhall ward an' warſel for you be. 
An tell me this, was ye a field that day, 
hen the wild kettrin cad your gueeds away. 
Na, na ſhe ſays, I had na uſe to gang, 
Lato the glens to herd, this many a lang: 
Some beaſts at hame was wark enough to me, 
Wi onie help, I cud my mither gee: 
At milking beaſts an' ſteering o' the ream 
An boughting o' the ewes, when they came hame. 
Well that's a gueed enough he ſays, but then 
How anter'd ye a ſiedlert ſae your lane at” 
U: what could ye do, wandring up an' down! * 
might ha gotten ſkaith by rogue or lown. 
Or was your father or your brother there, 
That ye hae dreet {ae meikle cark an care? 
e lays for brithers I hae nane o them 
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For nae gueed ends, was making ſick a fike., 
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But I to ſpy had wandert out that gate, 


They left me there, fac I but ony mair, 
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An' for my father he was not frae hame. 


Wond'ring what chance had kept the gueeds fo ki 
Juſt as I'm there, twa o' our herds came by, 

Rais'd like, an' rinning up, what they cou'd hey ; 
I ſpeer'd what held the guceds ſae wond'rous late 
They tauld me what had been their dowy fate, 


Getwards alane, unto the glens can fare : 

An' ran o'er pow'r, an' e're I bridle drew, 
O'er ran a bounds that 0 re afore I knew. 
The night grew merk, an' dowie was my caſe, 
An' I began to rue my reckleſs race 

Fan day came in, an' welcome was the light 
For fear maiſt kill'd me o' the dead of night. 
J ken na how it was, but on I yeed, 

But o' my journey I've come little ſpeed. 

Well, ſays he laſſie, night'll fa' right now, 


An i this, wilſome glen, what will ye do ? An 
Tak ye my counſel, an' gang on wi me, Tc 
An' a kind lodging I fall lat yon fee ; IS Of 
Nae man but women ye ſhall ſee therein, As 
An' be as wellcome as my mithers fin. - It 
Syne o the morn we ſomething ſhall: contrive, W 
That fall mak you as right's ye was belyve. = IC 
Wi' their kind ſpeeches, Nory gees conſent, I 
Sac up they roſe, an' down the burn they went; Ar 
He ga the page a wink to gae before, Ti 
An' he himſell came up wi' Helenore. a, Du 
Kindly an' civil ay to her he ſpak, . [| 
An' held her in good tune wi many a crack ; Y 
For he was ay in dread that ſhe meith rue, T 
An' fac he ſtrove to keep the ſubject new. Ar 


Firſt {pecr'd her ee, an' after that her cild, 
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ne ſmiling ſays we'll ſoon be at the bield : 
Thi ſhifts he us d to quiet her demur, 

But O his heart ſtack till her like a bur. 

or as her mind began to be at ſaught, 

Intill her face ilk ſweet an' bony draught 
Came till it ſell his heart fand ſick a brefe ; j 

He wad ha geen his neck but for ae kiſs; 

But yet that gate he durſt na mak a mein, 

He was ſae conjur'd by her modeſt eyn, 

That tho” they wad a warm'd a heart of ſtane, 
Had yet a caſt ſick freedoms to reſtrain. 
an' ſae for fear, he clean ſud ſpoil the ſport, 
Gin anes his ſhepherdeſs ſhould tak the dort. 
He buir upon him, an nevet loot her ken, 
That he was onie ways about her fain ; 

Yer monie a ſigh an hegh hey did ſhe gee, 
an' looked ay as gin ſhe meant to flee. 


At laſt an' lang, whan night began to gloem, . 
An cery like to fit on hill an howm. 
To a bra' gentle place they drew in hy, 
Of his, where an auld aunty had her ſtay. 
As he came in, ſays aunty welcome hame, 
I think this day ye hae made dainty game. 
Where met ye nefo, wi' that bor y laſs, 
Ye're nae blate lad to hunt in ſick a caſe. 
I've gotten a pout an' faſhen her living hame, - 
An' gin I'd left her, wad a been to blame. 
The ſtory's lang to tell you how we met, 
But firſt of a' ye'll fetch us ben ſome meat. 
| fear this laſſie wants it very fair, | 
For lang, I ween her meltet has been bare, 
To come alang ſweer was ſhe to intreat, 


An yet I kend her miſter to be great: 
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I promis'd her good quarters, aunt, an' ye 


Unto the laſs as gueed's my word, maun be. 
Syn auntie crys her dather Betty ben, 


Says fee, your couſin's ta en a bra muir hen. 
She ſays a hunting, he may gae again; 


Sick pouts as thir may mak the hunter fain. 


Then ſays auld aunty 0 her dather Beſs, 
You're nae like this wi' a your fiky dreſs: 


She dings you in her hamely gown of gray, 


As far's a ſummer dings a winter day. 

Then ſays to Nory, reſt you bony hen, 

An' tak a piece, your bed's be made the ben : 
An ly wi' my ain dather Betty there, 

Fa ſees your bony ſkin ye nced na care. 

For hers to yours, but like aum d leather looks, 
Well fells the lad, that fartheſt i your books. 
Says Betty ſhe ſhall mair nor welcome be 

To tak a ſhare of bed an' board w! me: 


An' gin ſhe like it, as I wiſs ſhe may, 


We ſanna part frac ither night nor day. 
Says Olimund, for ſo they call'd the ſquire, 


Gray mercies coulin, ye fall hae your fair, 
The firſt time I to town or merket gang ; 


Whilk an' hights had will be ere it be lang: 
A pair o' kiſſing ſtrings, an' gloovs fire new, 
As gueed as I can weal, ſhall be your due, 
Says Betiy, hads you, but ] think it beſt, 
That ſhe an' | flip down an' tak our reſt. 


Now nane was there but aunty an' himſell, 
An' ſhe fays till him | hae news to tell: 
What news he fays, I wiſs they may be gueed, 
Of ſick, 'm ſure that J hae mickle need, 


Well man your father's dead — Aunt gar me trow/ 


N J. 
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Replies the ſquire who tauld ſick news to you? 8 
Baith tale, an tales-man I to you ſhall tell, 

Eight days aback, a poſt came frae himſell: 


Speering for you, an wondring unko ſair, 
1 hat ye had broken tryſt in your affair : 


] wrate him back, that ye yeed aff frae me, 
Wi' time enough, in time at hame to be; 


An' in gueed heal ; an' ſeem'd as fair agaſt, 

To hear the news, an' fairly'd afla faſt. 

This took him by the ſtammack very fair, 

He wrings his hands like ane in deepeſt care: 
Crys, he is either by the gypſics taen, 

Or may be aff unto the army gane : 

Whan he an' I *bout any threap fell out, 

That was the road, that he was for but doubt; 
Gin he is gane, as doubtleſs but he has, 

He'll ſhortly mak us ane an' a' cha' fauſe, 

Wi draught on draught by ilka Holland mail, 
An' eat up faſter a', than tongue can tell. 

In ſick a tune he wrang, till at the laſt, 

The dreary: thought, him in a fever caſt : 

Which wrought him ſae, that in three days an' lefs, 
He was full ready for his kindmoſt dreſs. 

I think by now, ye need na hae great fear, 
That ye maun tak the laſs wi meikle gear: 

He was to blame, my brother as he was, 


Againſt your will to bid you tak a lals : 


Ay auntie, an ye kent the bony aught, 
'Tis true, ſhe had of warlds gear a fraught; 
But what was that to peace an' ſaught at hamg, 
An' mair nor that to kirk an' merkat ſhame. 
For had my father ſought the warld round, 


Til he the very * Q't had found + 


— ä ——— Ir een — —ñ— ͤll— — — 
oa N 2 3 v 2 ” — _ - 
A 9 ä EEE ITT ” r 
Poe D 32 Pro noe . <& 7 
9 ay 


go} The F urn Sener, Cunts L 


A filthier hag could not come in his way, 
Than for my truncher, what he had laid by 1. 
An ugly hulgie · backed canker d waſp, 
Syne like to die for breath at ilka gaſp. 
Her teeth betweeſh a yellow at 4 Hack, 
Some out ſome in, an' a of different mack : 


Black hairy wrats about an' inch between, b 
Outthrow her (iz, were like muſtaches ſeen : 1 
Her head lay back, an' her ſyde chafts ſat out, 7 
An' oer her gab hang down a ſneevling ſnout : k 
An' tak her a' together rough an' right, N 
She wad na' been by far four feet of height : A 
An' for her temper maik ſhe ne'er had nane, 7 
She'd mak twa paps caſt out on ae breaſt bane: 5 
But yet, ſay what I liked, nought wad do, T 
But I maun gang this bony chap to woo. | A 
My father he yeed wi' me at the firſt, | 1 
But à the time my heart was like to birſt : = 
To think to lead my life wi' ſick an os, » 
I'd rather mak my teſment in a ra: A 
But ugly as ſhe was, there was na cure, v 
But I maun kiſs her, cauſe 1 was the woo'r : 17 
My father briſkly loot me fee the gate, We A 
But ll aſſure you I look'd unko blate; A 
An' very thrawart like, I yeed in by, A 
A young man look ſo blate ! he ſays, O fy. SK 
Nor was it fairly, for her ſtinking breath, " 
Was juſt enough to ſconfiſe ane to death: A 
But frae my father monie a ſlaik ſhe gat, 8 
An' I juſt like to ſpue, like blunty „ A 
1 canna ſay but ſhe was wond'rous kind, uy 
An' for her dreſſes, wow but they were fine 1 J 
An onic a bony thing was in our ſight pets Bi 


An a thing that we ſaw was ſnug an 1 an 2 
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Nac little wealth I'fure you there we ſaw, 
An' itka thing was rich an' fine' an bra' : 
But for it a I did na care a ſtrae, 


an wad ha geen my neck to be awa'. 


At laſt an' lang, as we are riding OW 
y father ſays yon is a wealthy dame: 

Vat think ye, Mundy, winna ye be bra? © 

| 2 ye yon bony things your ain can ca 

Do's not your heart ly to the bargain na 

an hae you not encouragement to woo? 

A's well, I ſays, except what ſhould be beſt, 


An whan that's wrang, what worth is a the reſt. 
87 Calo. 


| grant, he fays, ſhe's nae a beauty ſpot, 
But ye that wad refuſe her is a {ot : 

Tho he ſcem ſhy, ſhe wad get ten for ane, 
An' I ſhall, wad, ſhe'll nae be lang her lane: 
Her riggs 11 gar the wooers come ding dang, 
An' ſhe'll ſtrike up wr ane ere it be lang: 
dae ſtrik the iron, lad, when | it is het, 

An' a' the land, an' wealth an baggage get: 
Ye ſee her rigs run juſt unto our ain, 

Twill mak a ſwinging lairdſhip a' in ane: 
An' Mundy, ſhe's for you aboon them a,, 


dae whan its at your foot, man, ſtrike the bai. 


An mind you, billy, tho' ye looked dry, 

Ye'll change your teſſons, an gae ſharp in by: 
An' daut her o'er and o'er, I'll wad my head, 

At the neiſt courting bout, but ye's come ſpeed, 
But wha wad hae you, when ye {it ſac dumb, 
An' never apens your mou to ſac a mum: 

Ye maun mak o her, kiſs her o'er and or, 

day that ye'll die, an but her canna cowr : 

But for her ſake maun view the lands of lea 
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Except ſhe pity, an' your ailment heal. 
But out o' jeſt, and in in earneſt lad, 

Ye maun look forrer, an' the bargaln' hadd : 
Or elſe ye's tyne, whatever ye held o' me, 
There is nae other boot, but it maun be. 


Syne in a little I maun gang again, 
An' what was warſt of a' maun gang my lane. 
Am bidden court an daut, an ſeek the laſs, 
O aunt but I was at an ' unko' paſs ! 
But I reſolves upon't to put a face, 
An' ſee gin I had can to turn the chaſe. 


Well how behav d ye, did ye gee'r the mou, 5 
Says aunty till him, wi' monie a ſcraip an' bow. 


Syne fat ye down beſide her check for chew, 


An ſyn begin to ſigh, an' ſay hegh how: 

Syn lay your hand athwart her hulgy back, 
An' now an' then to ſteal a quict fmak. 

Na bimme ſooth I, I came fiercelins in, 

An' wi' my trantlims made a rattlin dinn : 
Syne hailſt her roughly, an began to fay, 

I'd gotten a lump o my ain dead, the day ; 
Wi' weet an wind ſae tyte into my teeth, 
That it was like to cut my very breath. 

Gin this be courting, well I wat 'tis dear, 

I gat na ſik a teazle this ſeven year. 

Sac ye maun gee your anſwer now perqueer, 
I manna ilka day be coming here : 

To get lick ſniflers ; courting s nae a jeſt, 
Anither day like thx'l] be my prieſt. 

Well quo ſhe nefo, thir were wanton (ports, 
I hope ye gard the lady tak the dorts. 

For ſick rough courting I hae never ſcen, 
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in was born, a laſs an' lad between. 
4 aunty! ſays he, ſhe was not ſae ſkeigh, 
'or wt her anſwer very blate nor dreigh : 
ut ſays I'm wae, ye've got ſo foul a day, 
ut maks na, till't grow better ye may ſtay, 
ho? twere this month, ye're very welcome here, 
Yhat I can gee ye 8 get the beſt of cheer. 
think, quo' aunt ye're fairly nicked now, 
Nae half ſo fair, ſays he, as ye wad trow; 
| tauld her that was kind, but then that I, 
Mae for a night out of my bed could ly: 
Or if I ſud, it wad be ſeen or day, 
rhere wad be mair nor cauſe to rue my ſtay : 
; That I the reaſon did na care to tell, 
t was enough that I did ken't my Ell; 
Quo' ſhe ! wiſs I could your wanreſt hy 
Tis may be *cauſe ye canna ly your lane: 
Gin it be ſae, ye's be provided here, 
With may be, nae ſae gueed, but yet as near. 
| now began to think, ſhe meant herſell, 
But how my ſtamingck raiſe, I ſanna tell. 5 8 
Na, na, quo' I 'tis wi' kent fouk I ly, „ 
pever liked yet to gang aſtray : 


This night I maun be hame afore I ſleep, z 


Gin ganging winna do't piece I ſud creep. 

Well gin ye be ſae poſitive ſhe ſays, 

| ſanna urge, come back, when e'er ye pleaſe, 
Afore you ay, your welcome ye ſhall find, 
An' blame yourſell in caſe ye come behind; 

Is ſee to that | ſays ; ſac aff I ſcours 
Bleſſing my lucky ſtars, an hame 1 touts. 


Whan I came hame, auld boy ſays to me, 
How have ye * is Ketty frank an' free, 
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As frank I ſays as heart o man cou'd wiſs, 
I hanna fear that I my market mils. _ 
Well Mundy, that's a man, my father ſays, 
We's hae you marry'd now afore lang days; 
Gin this day forthnight we's be cut an „ 
It may be dangereus gin we delay. 

Thus wi' my lad, I plaid at faſt an' looſe, 
An' he begins to think I'm growing douſe. 
Content, fays I, but I maun gang an ſee, 
My honeſt aunt, before I marri'd be. 
An, ye may mind, I tauld you crap an' root; 
Fan I came here, an' that 1 ne'er wad do't. . 
He gac conſent, but bade me keep the day, 
An' bring my couſins wimme to the play: 
A this was good, I anes was won awa', 
Reſolv'd ere I yeed back a' nails to ca”. 
Gueed was the counſel, an' advice ye gae, 
By helping me to ſhift that dreary! day : 


An bidding me out thro' the mountains range, 


To paſs the time, till matters took a change: 
Tos mair nor lucky that I was na here, 
Whan the auld man, about me ſent to ſpeer: 
An' lucky, lucky was it that 1 yeed, 

Out thro' the glens, an' that I came ſick ſpeed. 


Von bony thing that I fuiſh hame with me, 
Aboon a' woman kind, my wife ſhall be: 
Except ſhe ſay me nay, now aunt ye maun, 
Lend me a lift about her, an' ye can: 

She's even now as wild as onie rae, 

An' wou'd need canny guiding eer ſhe ſtay : 
Fan ſhe get s up, its ten to ane but ſhe, 


Conſid'ring her fright, for aff will be; 


2 


But ye maun ſtrive the gully well to guide, 
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The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, 
An' daut the laſſie fair to gar her bide, 
Wi' ſome bra' claiſe, to tempt her ye maun try, 
Ye ſanna do't for nought, I's better buy, 


An' put into their place, ſpare ye nae coſt, 
I mak you ſure, your labour's nae be loſt. 


But nefo, quo ſhe, ye're upon extreams 
Trying my lad, an' living upo' dreams: + 
This choice is juſt as unko' as the laſt, 

An' fouk'll fairly at it juſt as faſt. 
A hair-brain'd littleane wagging a' wi' duds, 
An' looks as ſhe had drapped frae the clouds; 
What will fouk ſay to ſee you mak the che 
It will I ſure you, mak nae little noife. 
An' what care I, let fonk ſay what they pleaſe, 
Gin we heed ſays, we ll never fit at eaſe, 
The {quire reply'd, an' I hae heard your fell, 
Your meaning in another manner tell. | 
An' that in parents can be naething worſe, 
Than bairns to marry againſt their will, to force. 
Well nefo, I hae done, replies the aunt ; 
That is my judgment I do freely grant. 
like the laſſie, Mundy, with my heart; 
An' as ſhe's bony, nacdoubt but ſhe's Giggs 
She's young an' ſae can ſhape to onie caſt, 
Nae tree till it be hewn, grows a maſt. 
Well aunt ye pleaſe me now, well mat ye thrive, 
Gin ye can fix her, I'll be right belyve. 
Ye ken your fell, the morn that 1 maun gang, 
An' keep the things at hame frae gaing wrang 7 
In order whan J hae them ſomething lett, 
Hl back again return withouten let. 
Keep her in tune the beſt gate that ye can, 
hut never mou- band till her onie man. 


E 
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For I am fair miſta en gin a' her care, 
Spring not from ſome of them, that miſſing are. On 


_ Gin ſhe grow weary, tell her il be back, 


Sac out ſhe flips, an' ſnecks the door behind, 
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The greateſt favour ye can do to me, 


Frae thinking lang 's to keep the laſſie free : x 


In a few "Jays: an' guced my promiſe mak: 


That was, that I ſud cver bear the blame, Ti: 
Gin 1 ths gueeds gard not come dancing hame. she 
I need na tell you, how ye ſud behave, | She 
But a' unto your better judgment leave. But 
W1,thir inſtructions, bid e ade, An 
By day an dawn the morn the bogs III view. | Je 
Neiſt day whan morning thro' the windows ſprang, An 

Nory bangs up, an' crys I've lain o er lang: Wl: 
Betty who was upo' the catch replies, Int 
Lie ſtill ſweet Nory, tis o'er ſoon to riſe. I tl 
As they are craking, aunty ſhe comes ben, Hi: 
An' ſmiling, ſays, how leept my bony — Fl; 
Betty, hae ye, about her ta'en guced care, W. 

Ve te but a reſtleſs bed- fellow I fe. Bu 

Well hae I lien, ſweet miſtreſs, Nory ſaid, 5 11 
I never lay afore in lick a bed: = jt 
Sac ſaft an' warm, an' wi' ſae bony clade, „u 
I've lien indeed fu' well, at my ain eaſe: | Ar 
Let you, nor yours, ne'er in ſick takin be, a 
As yon bra' laird, well mat he thram, fund me. Wc: 
This bony bed has gar'd me ly of er lang; Ar 
IT maunna langer byde but up an' gang. ID. 
Huly ſhe ſays, hae ye nae haſty care, I be 
Ye need na riſe theſe couple o' hours an' mair. by 


1's come again an' raiſe you time enough, 
Our lads yet hanna budg'd to yoke the plough. 
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\n Beſs an' Nory to their crack begin 
Oman ſays Beſs I think well tak advice, 
an' cen ly ſtil, my mither's unko wyſe : 
She's up, but canna ly for want o' breath, 
An' ſays, that early riſing did her ſkaith : 

Oer browden'd of the warld ſhe was ay, 
Tis beſt we guide our ſells as langs we ma 
She ſays, tho” ſhe were back at auld fifteen, 
She's never do again, as ſhe has done. 

But O. ſays Nory, I am far frae hame, 

An' this laſt night I had a dreary dream: 

My hearts yet beatiny wi” the very fright, 

an' fan I'm waking, thinks I ſee the ſight. 


| thought. That we were waſhing at our ſheep, 
Intill a pool, an' O but it was deep. 
thought a lad therein was like to drown, 


His feet yeed frae him, an' his head yeed down: 


Flaught bred into the pool my {ell I keeſt, 
Weening to keep his head aboon at leaft : 

But cre I wiſt, 1 clean was at the float, 

[ ſanna tell you, what a gloff I got: _ 

My eyn grew blind, the lad I cudna ſee, 
But anc 1 kent na took a claught of me; 

An' fuiſh me out an laid me down to dreep, 
de burden'd was I, I cou'd hardly creep. 
oryte was the care this ſtranger took o' me, 
an' O! I thought him bony, blyth an' free: 
Dry claiſe, I thought, he gae me, to put on, 
Better by far an' bra'er than my own : 

An' fan I had come ſomething to my fell, 
Ayont the pool, I ſpy'd the lad that fell; 
Drouket an' looking unko ourlach like, 


A laſs about him made a wond'rous fike ; 
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Drying an' dighting at him up an' down: 

I kent her no, but (tripped was her gown. 
But O the ſkair, that | got i the pool, 
I échought my heart had couped trac | its hool : 


An' fae I wakn'd glamping here an' there, He 
I wat ve meith ha found me i' my care. H: 
Says Beſs tis true your fump'ring wakn'd me, Te 
1 putted o you for to ſet you free. | H. 
As they are cracking aunty ſhe comes ben, W 
An' ſays how are ye now my bony hen. 1 Fo 
Tis now fair day an' ye an' Beſs may riſe, | = I 
See, laſs, there's for you, a new pair o' ſtays ; Ar 
An' there's a gown ſome longer nor your ain, 11 
| Beſs put a on her well, an' ſyne come ben. Hi 8 
Now leave we Nory in her change of dreſs, 8 
Under the care of aunty an' of Beſs: | 5. 
Till we acquaint you of poor Lindy's fate, 0 
That was left corded up at ſick a rate: pe 
Tuggling an' ſtruggling how to get him free, | ol 
An' all the time did meikle dolor dree; ; 6 
Till wi the grips he was baith black an' blue, 1 
At laſt in twa the dowie raips he gnew. ps i IV 
But three hail days were fully come an' gane, = 
E're he that taſk cud manage him alane : Wy 
An' when the raips were loos'd an' a' ſet by, - lt, 
Then Lindy to ſtand up, began to try, S ID 


But by your favour, that's aboon his thumb, T 
For he fell arſlins o'er vpon his bum : | Vi 
His coots were dozn'd an' the fettle tint, T 
Yet o' them of the raips was ſeen the dint: T 
An' mair attour the lad for faut was gane, a 
An' nacthing left almoſt but kin an' bane, [ 
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At laſt he ſhoop himſell again to ſtand, 
an' hirpl'd up wi' help of foot an' hand: 
But ſwaver'd fac, as ye hae aften ſeen, 

Ane for a month had i 1 the fever been. 
He taks the gate an' travels as he dow, . 
Hamewith thro' many a wilſome height and how: 
To Colen's houſe by luck that neareſt lay, 
He tyr'd an' weary d hirpl'd down the brae. 
Whan he came in, wha's ſitting their but Jean, 
Poor Colen's honeſt wife, her leefu' lane: 
Nae jot intil her hand, but greeting fair, 
An' looking like threeſcore an' ten wi' care: 
Tho' ſax an' thirty held her yet again, 
dae ſair for Nory ſhe was ſunk in pain. 
an Colen too, for he had gone to try, 
Gin he the laſſie mang the hills might py ; 
But tint nor tryal ſhe had gotten nane, 
Ot her had firſt, or him had hindmoſt gane. 
Peace be therein, ſays he upo the floer, 
She turns about, an ſays, ye're welcome here. 
Wow Lindy is this ye, where hae ye been, 
os ye our goſſip or poor Nory ſeen. 

Na, well a wat I 'oman, where yeed they, 


They're nae ſae wood I hope, as chaſe the prey; 


What they hae chas'd I ken na, Jean replys, 

But ſince they yeed frac me its lang three days: 
Poor Nory gallop'd aff, that very night, 
That wi the gueeds, we gat the dreary fright : 
What was her ends, I ken na, yet I fear, 
That ye was at the bottom o her Care. 

The hirds that came, ſet a a' things here a ſteer, 
An' ſhe ran aff as rais'd as onie deer : 

Land gates unto the hills ſhe held the gate, 
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After the night was glowm'd an growing late: 
We kent na' what came o' her till neiſt day, 
That the hirds tauld they ſaw her rin away: 
At this her father took the rode, poor man, 
An' to the glens like ane diſtracted ran: 

Of ane or ither I've nae tryal got 

J fear the warſt, that dooltu' is their lot. 

An' I in wac am pining here my lane, 


The warſt three days that o'er my head hae gane. 


An' are ye ſaying, Nory is a wa, 
Replies the lad, that is the warſt 2 2 
Hard s been my fortune, for this three days paſt, 


But I have met the hardeſt at the laſt. 


My threed o life is worn very ny 

Juſt at the very braking into twa“ 

What fuſion's in it, I ſhall Frankly ware, 

As lang's I can, in ſeeking o' my dear : 
Great may the hardſhip be, that ſhe has met, 
An' gotten for my fake a dowie ſett: 

Poor 'oman, O an I had pith to gang 155 

To find her out, tho't ſud be ne'er fo lang: 
My heart bleed for her, I wad frankly ware, 


 Sae be I could relicvc ber o. her care. 
An' up he riſes, Jean ſays, gueed's your cauſe, 


For monie a day ye plaid amo' the ſhaws. 
But fair I dread your labour will be vain, 
Gin ſhe'd been living ſhe had been again: 
But ſyne ye're gaing I ſhanna you withſtand, 
But ye will tak a piece into your hand : 


An' here's a wallet ſtiff wi' cheeſe an' bread, 


To help you o' the rode, for ye'll hae need. 
Seek wyne an' onwyne, mils na height nor how, 
An' cry whan ever ye come upon a know: 
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an' ilka gate ye gang baith far an' near, 

x; well for Colen as for Nory ſpeer : 

las 1 ken na what to bid you fay, 

Or wha is deareſt to me of the twae. 

hen aff he gaes a kent intil his hand, 

\n' whan he raiſe, had hardly pith to ſtand. 

Out throw the hills the gaineſt way he took, 

an' in his ſearch miſs'd neither hook nor crook. 
But O tho' he was willing he was weak, 

an' with ſad grief his heart was like to break: 
He ſtreſs'd himſell to cry aboon his pith, 

An' try his abilty both limb an' lith. 

Aft times he boot to fit him down an' reſt, 

The night fell on him, wi' thick weet an' miſt : 
à cauld ſtane ſide, the beild that he cou'd mak, 
At night the weet was pelting on his back, 

Ae wink o' ſleep, wr grief an' cauld an' weet. 
Out throw the wilſome night he cud na get. 
When day came in, and it began to clear, 

A' round about he ſpies baith far an' near 

Crys mony a Nory, but nae anſwer ano 

Syne weſtlins thro' the glens his courſe he ſteers. 
An'd as he yeed the tract at laſt he found, 

Of the reif'd gueeds upo' the moſſie ground: 

An' on he gaes anither live long day, 

But neither lights on Nory, nor the prey. 

Night fa's again, an' he maun tak a beild, 

It was nae choice thir rugged hills cou'd yield: 
Put wi' ſome hopes he travels on, while he, 
The gate the herſhip had been ca'd, cu'd ſee: 
Thinking that ablins Nory meith hae gane, 
Upo' the tract, but he was ſair miſta'en : 

For to the eaſtard ſhe her courſe had bent, 
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An' as the burnie led ſtill down-ward went. 
Neiſt day gainſt noon he comes upon a brae, 
Where mony a beaſt at their ain leiſure lay: 

Bar far beneath him, that he eud na ken, 

Gin onie o' them meith ha been his ain. 

A burn ran i'the laigh, ayont there lay, 

As mony feeding o' the tither brae; 

Down gate wards to the burn his courſe he ſteers, 
But in his ſight no herd as yet appears. 

Whan he came down bra' ſtepping ſtanes he fans | 
An' o'er he ſteps, his kane intill his hand: 


Juſt as he landed o' the other bank, 

Three luſty fellows gat o' him a clank : 

Nor gae him time to wield his truſty tree, 

Or onie means to uſe to had him free : 

But round about him bicker'd a' at anes, 

As they were playing at the penny ſtanes : 

An' wha were they, but that ſame very three, 
That with the raips gar'd him the dolor dree : 
Ho, ho, my lad ſay they, ye are not egg 
They gang right far about that never met: 

It ſeems ye are na ſairt wi' what ye got, 

Ye's ken that we can caſt a harder knot. _ 

An' till him ſtraight, an' binds him o'er again, 
Till he cry'd out wi' the fair gnidging pain: 
While monie a paik unto his beef they led, 

Till wi' the thumps he blue an' blae was made, 
Then flung him by juſt like a ſlaughter ſheep, 
An' bade him reſt him there an' tak a ſleep. 

At night whan they were ready hame to gang, 
An' ſhadows frae hill heads were growing lang, 
His legs they loos'd, but flighter'd held his hands, 
An laſht him hame before wi' birken wands. 
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About his houghs, and round about his lugs, 


an at his hair loot monie canker d drugs; 
Whan he's ca'd hame, they ſhot him in before | 
In a dark hole, an' ſnaply lock'd the door. 

As he is chamber'd up he hears a grain, 

As of a bodie making heavy main; | 
An piece the voice ſeem'd till him unko near, 
For very fear he durſt na budge to ſpeer. 

Whan he had lien awee, the body ſays, . 

O an I were in FLAVvIANA's braes ! 
Naething ſud gar me gae ſae far afield, 

Tho' L at hame ſud to the ſkin be peel'd. 

He kens the word, an' ſays alake my fell! 

Is that ye, Colen, are ye there your fell ? 

Tis I, *tis I, but tell me, what are ye, 

That in this dreary darkſome hole kens me ? 
Een Lindy here, your ain auld neiper's ſon, 
Wi ſhakl'd hands, an' wi' a fair paid ſkin. 
That's unko luck, but gueed I canna ca't, 

But yet there's ſomething couthie 1n it frat, 
Colen replys, your fell as well as I 

Has had bad hap, eur fortun's been but thry, 
Anes on a day, I thought na to hae been 

dae fadly new'd, or ſick miſchances ſeen. 

But fat'll ye ay, ſick things has been afor's, 
an we maun thole them, piece they had been + wigs 
but tell me Lindy, what was t fuiſh you out; 
Or was ye ca'd awa into the roat ? 

| was na ca'd fays Lindy, but was knit, 

An' i'the ſett three langſome days did fit ; 

Till wi my teeth I gnew the raips in twa, 
An' wi' ſair pingling wan at laſt awa', 


Crap hame, v wi” meikle adi, an' whan I came, 
* 
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Fand i' your houſe nae body but your dame. 
Frae her I lear't poor Nory's chance an' yours, 
Sac aff again, what legs cud lift I ſcours ; 
Thro' monie a glen till at the laſt I fell 
Among ſick fouks as ye hae fa'n your ſell. 
Whan.came ye here ? Nae mair but yeſterday, 
Wi dowie tone, poor Colen made reply. 

Well man, he ſays, for anes we're meked now, 
An maun beneath our thrawart fortune bow; 


We maun be doing, ſyne better may na be, 
Well ablins vet ſome lucky day get free. 


Heard ye o Nory naething as ye yeed 
Out thro? thir dowie glens alive nor dead ? 


Nae tint nor trial, Lindy ſays, I fand, 


Nor cud I hear o her on onie hand. 


Tis mair nor likly then, auld Colen, ſays, 


That ſhe is at the yont end o her days. 
Poor thing ! ſhe may be picked now as bair 
Wi' greedy. beaſts, as worry'd ſheep or hare ; 
'Thus ilk ane to the other made his main, 


An' ſigh'd an grat, an' ſigh'd an' grat again. 


As dawn ſprang up, in the Savilians came, 
Whaſe natures to their country gave its name, 
An' to the men ſett by a taſk of hay, 

To work till even, frae the brak of day; 
Each i' their hand a ſcrimp half bannock got, 


That ſcarce wad fill at anes their mou?” an Throat, 


So ſett in view, they cud na win awa', 

An' tauld to work, or they their backs wad cla” 
Their taſk was mair nor they cud well mak out, 
An' as they promis'd, they their backs did rout. 
About mid-day they ae ſlim meltet ſent, 
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An' therewith aftentimes the maiden went, | 
Wha had na aſt upo' the errand gane 
Till ſhe is with the love of Lindy ta'en, 

An' frae the time that Cupid ſhot the dart, 

An' ſent it to the bottom o' her heart, 

Their mail 'was made twice better than before, 
For ſhe ne'er ſtuck to gang out o'er the ſcore ; 
Stoupfu' s of crouds an' ream, ſhe aft wad ſtcal, 
An' bra' ly cud her tricks frac minny heal, 

By this the lads a better living had, 


An' monie a bleſſing, till her therefore pray . 


Whan ſhe had come a while ſhe grew mair grave, 
They ſpeer'd the cauſe that made her fae behave, 
Was ſhe found out for mending o' their mail, 
Or was ſhe hamper'd of content or heal? 

Na, na, ſhe ſays, that lad was a her care, 

That was ſae ſetting, wi' his yellow hair; 

She cud na help it, but ſhe beight to tell, 

And how to eaſe her he kent beſt bimſell. 

Auld Colen ſays, he wad be i“ the wrang, 

Gin frae your heal, he held you ſhort or lang ; 
Sac be, it be within his reach of pow'r, 

By onie means your dreary ill to cure ; 

For kind, an' mair nor kind to us ye've been, 
Syn we began to toil upo' the green. 

What is't that alls you, ſpeak an' dinna ſpare, 
An' gin he can hes caſe you o' your ca re? 
Well can he, ſays ſhe, an he like himſell. 

Be what it like, ſays Colen, laſſie tell. 

Then Bydby ſays, fac was the maiden's name, 
My very breaſt is lowin' in a flame, 

For Lindy there, an' I maun down an' die, 


Except I get him; that's what troubles me. 
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I ſmoar' d the flame an' thought to keep it in, 
But ay the mair I ſmoar'd, it ſpread within, 
Till now ye ſee tas blaz' d out at my mou”, 
Ye ken my trouble Lindy. Pity now. 

Well fall ye fare, as lang as ye byde here, 


Altho' your byding were for day an' year, 
An' gin ye thought that letting you awa', 
Wad be a favour, 1 on means cud fa 


To lat you out upo' the dead of night, 
Whan ye cud be well af e re day was light; 
But upo this perconon I agree 

To let you gang, that Lindy marry me ; 
An' tak me wi” ye, till fit time an place 
To ſeck a prieſt to gee's the haly grace. 


Now ye maun ken, whan they came frae the hay, 


They ilka night were under lock an' key; 
An' ilka morning by the creek o day : 
They're ſett to wark, an ſnaply cad away. 
Well Bydby, Colen ſays, ye's ken as ſoon 
The morn, as ye come wi our piece at noon. 


Fan ſhe's awa', to Lindy, Colen fays, | 
What think ye, man, will yon frank ſallie pleaſe; 
Will ye our freedom purchaſe at this price! 

Twill be ſoon won, for Bydby is na nice; 

Yell ken by this, the auld proverb is true, 

Brecks maun come ſpeed, whan pettycoats do WOO, 
Sair are we nidder'd, that is what ye ken, | 


An wert na ſhe we ay been bair the ben ; 


An' gin we bauk her, ſtead of being kind, 
What we already hadd o' her we'll tyne; 
An' to get aff, ye ſee is yont our power, 


We're never out o' ſight for half an hour; 
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But ſome cheeld ay, upon us keeps an eye, 
an' ſae we need na lippen to get free. 
wonder, Colen, to hear you ſpeak fac, 
Kenning my mind, anither gate to gae, 
Replies the lad; an' what wad Nory fay, 
Gin ſhe be livin”, as I wiſs ſhe may ? 
Wad ſhe na think herſell but ill paid hame, | 
an' ready be of faucit me to blame? 
days Colen, man, gin that be a' your dread, 
That needs na let, for Nory's ſurely dead; - 
She's got J fear, what wedding ſhe will get, 
That's wi' the mields, ſae that needs be nae lett; 
But on the profer I ſhall paſs my ſkill, 
Tho' it be wrang, to lear fouk to do ill, 
„ Poem ve content to hadd her at her bode, 
We'll mak a ſhift to tyne her o' the road, 
an fac get aff, tis hampert living here, 
dip we this knot, we may miſs't for a year; 
de whan ſhe comes the morn, blink in her eye, 
an' we ſome life, to her, her anſwer gee. 
an Lindy ſays, I's try to do my beſt, 
well begin, an' leave gueed luck the reſt. 


Leiſt day, whan noon came on, Bydby appears, 
un' Lindy, what he cud, his courage cheers, 

Looks bra' an' canty, nihon ſhe came in by, 

in ſays, twice welcome Bydby here the day. 

t this the laſlie's courage got a heeze, 

She thinks her wiſs is now come till a creize. 

in ſhe came well provided ay afore, 

1is day, the fuiſh of beſt of cheer gilore. 

dae they ſat down a' frankly to their meat, 

in Lindy treated 8 lair to eat; 
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An' blyth was ſhe, an' freely took a ſkair, 
An' thought ſhe ſaw the yont end o' her care: 


Whan they had eaten, an' were ſtraitly pang d, 
To hear her fate young Bydby grytly lang'd, 
An' Lindy did na keep her lang in pain, 


But fays, I'm of your profer wond rous fain, 


Gee us our leeſh this night, an' ye {all be, 
My dauted laſs, an' gang alang wi me: 

Well fell my heart, ſays Bydby, Lindy now, 
Well waird I think, what I hae geen to you, 
T's keep my word this night, an' ye ſall ſee 


Or the firſt cock, that J ſall ſet you free. 


Whan ſhe yeed hame, ſhe ſpent the afterneen 
As being o' the journey wond'rous keen, 
Bannocks and kebbocks knit intil a claith 
She had laid by, an' row'd up in her waith ; 


This ſhe or c'en had tentily laid by, 


An happed up aneth a coll of hay. 


Whan tyr'd an' weary'd they came hame at e en, 


They're clappet up into their hole bedeen ; 
'The key brought in, had ben, an' cloſely laid, 
Ancath the bowſter o' her brither's bed; 


Now Bydby is intirely o' the catch, 


Sleeps not a wink, but wakrifly does watch. 


*Bout the bell kout of midnight, ſaft and fair 
She quits her bed, as timerous as a bare ; 
Gaes ben an' calmly ſteals awa' the key, 

Frae neath her brither's bowſter, where it lay, 
Opens the outer door, wi' little dinn, 

An' what ſhe mought, unto the lads can rin, 
Says, are ye ſleeping, riſe an' win awa, 


Tis time, an' juſt the time, for you to draw; 
For now the lads are fleeping horn hard, 
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The door upo' the dogs is cloſly Barr d; 
(chie or ochi now ye winna hear, 
The beſt time o' the warld for you to ſteer. 


Colen an' Lindy new were cut an' dry, 
What legs could lift their wiſht eſcape to try; 
de out they come, the night was calm an' clear, 
an' Bydby had her baggage lying near; 
Together then they nimbly tak the gate, 
An' ſcour'd the forreſt at an' awfu' rate, 
But whan they were about twa miles awa, 
Lindy began wi care his head to claw, 
Stands ſtill, an' ſays, wae's me 1 hae forgot 
Wi halte o“ coming aff, to fetch my coat, 
Fat fall I do? it was almaiſt brand-new, 
But ſcarce a hellier ſince ceme aff the New; 55 
0 Bydby laſſie, an' ye's be my bride, 
Rin back about it, here about we's bide 
Till ye come back, your birn ye may lay down, 
Yell for the rinning be the better boun'. 


Poor Bydby trews him, an' rips back again, 
Then ſays the lad, I think the day' s our ain?! 
They turs'd the baggage, an' awa' they ſcour, 
Out o'er the yonter brace, wi' a' their power. 
Poor Bydby was na lang ere ſhe came back, 
Mounts up the coat ere ye a nut wad crack, 

An to the read again w' a' her pith, 


For ſouple was ſhe ilka limb an' lith; 


Pack in a clap, ſhe's at the very place 

krae which, to fetch the coat, ſhe took the race, 
Looks round about her, but ſhe nacthing lees, 
An back an' fore ſhe ſpies ame? the trees; 

But a' her labour's vain, nae bodie's there; ; 
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She cries, nane anſwers, then Legan her care ; 
O Lindy! Lindy! haſt thou left me ſae, 
Dear is this coat o' thine to me this day 


What ſhall come o me, hame I dare na gang, 
The herds an' gueeds'Il be afield ere lang, 


We'll a' be miſſing, I'll get a' the wyte, 


An' me my lane be made to bear the ſyte; 
Hame ! na what gueed at hame to me cud be, 


Whan my dear Lindy is awa' frac me; 
But may be, they hae gane out o'er the brae, 
To hae't ahind them ere the brak o day; 


I'll on an ſee, but there about they ly, 


They'll either ſee, or hear me when I cry. 
For Lindy did na look like ane to cheat, 

Or onie laſs wi' jamphing fac to treat. 

Then up the brae, wi' a' her might ſhe heys 
An whan ſhe's paſt it, monie a Lindy cries, 
But by your favour, there's nae Lindy there, 


There's nane to anſwer, and as few to hear. 


Now. by this time the ſun begins to leam, 
An' litt the hill heads, wr his morning beam, 
An' birds, an' beaſts, an' fouk to be aſteer, 


An' ſtreams o' reek frae lumb heads to appear; 
Whan ſhe had cry'd, and grat an cry'd again, 
An fand that a' her crying was in vain ; 


She een lay down ancth her load o' care, 


An' wiſht that ſhe were dead, an' dead juſt there. 


A mournfu'ditty till her fell ſhe ſang, 


Roove out her hair in flaughts, her hands ſhe wrang. 


Yet with the weary coat ſhe wad na part, 


The ſight o't gae ſome glaa'ning to her heart. 


What fall I do ? gang hame again, na, na, 
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That were my hogs to 4 blate fait to ca, 

Anes out I am, I's never turn again, 

Tho' till I die, I gang an' gang in vain; 

Northert frae this I aften heard them ſay, 

That their ain cuintray FLAVIANA lay; 7. 
That gate I'll had, gin I the airths can keep, 

An' fan I fail to gang, Ill ſtrive to creep; 

It may be; I upo the gate may fa, 

An' frae my birn of ſorrow win awa'. 

But ſhe had naething nature to ſuſlain, 

The lads wi' them, had aff the baggage ta'en; 

For a' the wealth, that ſhe had left at hame 

Of cheeſe an bannooks; butter, wilk, an' feam, 

She was that day as fremmit to it a, 

As the wild ſcot, that wins in Gallaway. 

But dool yet had na letten her find her want, 

Or think of the mifluck of being ſcant, 

Altho' her weam was clung, an' ſhe grown yape, 
Love eek'd we cate helpt to fill up the gap. 

As ſhe was ſouple like a very cel, 

O'er hill an' dale ſhe forcefully did dreel ; 

A road to her was bad an' gueed alike, | 
Nane o't ſhe wyl'd, but forret ſtill did ſtreak 3 | 
But as ſhe kent na, ſhe miſtook the caſt, fi 
An' mair an' mair fell frac the road they vaſt 5 | 1 


O'er monie heights an hows ſhe dreels e're noon, =» 

wt An' cud hae thol'd wr pleaſure her disjune, bi | 

But nacthing had her cravings to ſupplie, | 
vrang, © Except the berries o the hawthorn tree, 

An' {laes an' nuts, that i' the thicket grew, 

O' theſe indeed ſhe cud hae ta en enew ; | 

But ſome way on her, they fuiſn on a change, 
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That gut an' ga' ſhe keeſt $i' breakings ſtrange; 
The forelins race did her fac hetly cadge, 
Her ſtammack had nae maughts ſick meat to Frags, j 
Sick, ſick ſhe was, as ever lay on ſtrae, 
An' near gae up the goſt 'tweeſh that an' wae. 
Down ſhe maun ly, he was ſo fair oppreſt, 
An' try gin ſhe'd be better of a reſt, 
In care bed lair, for three lang hours ſhe lay, 
An' by this time, it's will o'er ithe day ; ; 
| Now bit an' bit the ſickneſs wears awa', 
But ſhe's as dweble as a windleſtra' . 


| Weak as ſhe was, ſhe taks the gate again, 
An' yeed na far' till ſhe obſerves twa men, 
To north and eaſt o' her a piece before; 
As ſoon's ſhe {py'd them, ſhe began to roar, 
Crying byde ſtill, an' runing what ſhe dow, 
The men her heard, an' far down on a know. 
She was nae lang till ſnaply ſhe came too, 
The men ſays till her, well laſs what's ado ? 
When ſhe came near, ſhe fand ſhe was miſta'en, 
They ſpeer'd what was ſhe ſecking here her lane, 
Sae far frae towns, it cud na be for good, 
That ſhe was wand ring there in ſick a mood? 
"Tis for nae ill, the ſays, that I am here, 
Nor errandleſs; tho' ye be free to ſpeer, 
Twa men J leck, and thought ye had been they; 
Twa men ye've got, ſay they, then come away. 
Na, na, ſhe ſays, I'm nae of men ſo ſcant, 
An' tho' I'm ſeeking, ye're not wha I want, 
But tell me gin ye ſaw twa men the day, 
The tane wi' yellow hair, the tither gray? 


I wad fays ane, the yellow hair'd's your jo 


I kenna, quo ſhe, gin he be or no. „„ 
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I, The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, _ 
Is that his coat ye hae upo' your back? 8 
Tis e en the ſame, an's been a heavy wrack. 
He maun be little worth that left you ſae. 
He may be, is young man, an' may be nay. 
ve re unko' ſhort my laſs, to be ſo lang, 
But we maun ken ye better ere ye gang, 
| think it beſt ye gee that coat to me 
| think na ſae, an' ſo we diſagree ; 
It is na yours, an' what wad ye do wit, 
As little cud ye think, that I wad gee't ; 
"Twas never made for me ye may well ken, 
An' fouk are free to gee, but what's their ain. 
Ye may be ſtown't awa' frae fide ſome lad, 
That's fa'en aſleep at wauking o' the fauld. | 
'Tis nae fic thing, an' ye're but ſcant o grace, 
To ſay fic boddards till a bodie's face. 8 
An' bony laſs, ſays he, ye'll gee's a kiſs, 
An' I fall ſet ye right on, hit or miſs, 
A hit or miſs I'll get, but help o you, 
Kiſs ye flate ſtanes, that winna ſlagg your mon— 
An' aft ſhe gaes, the fallow loot a rin, 
As gin he ween'd wi' heels to tak her in, 
But as luck was a kniblack took his tae, 
An' oer fa's he, an' tumbl'd down the brae, 
| His neiper leugh, an' ſaid it was well wairt, © | 
; Let never jamphers yet be better fairt. a 


Thus ſhe eſcapes by favour o her heels, 
An' made na ſtop fgr-ſtanes. or ſcrabs or pools ; _ 
Twa' mile ſhe ran afore ſhe bridle drew, | 
I An' ſyn ſhe lean'd her down upon a brow; | 
air out of breath, an' almaiſt tint for faut,  _ | 
I An ſpies beneath a buſs o what ye cat; | 


Ay aten berries, an' ſtraight yeed down the "WL = 
& 4 | 
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An' there ſhe gat them, black as onie {lae ; 


On them ſhe penny'd well, an' ſtarker grew, 


An' ſyn wi' ſpeed her race ſhe did renew; 


But by this time the night begins to fa', 


An' ſhe frac onie bield was far awa', 
Except ſtane ſides; an they had little lythe, 
But 0 that ſame ſhe for the time was blythe. 
But a' thing now grew black, an' cery like, 


An ſhe nae living had to her to ſpeak, 


An' tho' ſhe was right bardach on day light 
She was as fly'd, as onie hare at night; 
The earn bleater, or the muirfowls ra, 


Was like to melt her very heart awa', 


Yet boot ſhe had na, but that pain to dree, 
An' never a wink a' night came in her eye. 


1 ſanna tell you what cafe ſhe was in, 
Bur fan the lavrock did her ſang. begin, 


| Blyth at her heart ſhe was, an' turſt her coat 


Upon her back, an' to the rode ſhe got; 

Ay hading eaſtlins, as the ground did fa, 

An' frae the height, ſtrove ay to had awa. 

But yet nae cvintray in her fight appears, 

But dens an' burns an' bare an' langſome moors ; 3 
This gate ſhe travels, till the heat of day, 

An' now her heart is like to gang away, 

Wi' heat an' miſter, then wi' herſell thinks ſhe, 
This gate ſhe cud na lang i in midlert be, ; 
She ſits her down, an' thinks her truff was Shs, 
An' never thought to ſee kent face nae mair. 


As till her ſel}, ſhe's making thus her main, 
Feeding wi' bootleſs care her dreary pain, 


Sleep ſtealt upon her ſick an fainting heart, 
An' eas d her o her ſorrow in a part ; 
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But loughtrous dreams ſtroove, what they mought to 
[The ſaught that ſleep was making to her ill; (fill. 
Dreams ſhe's purſu'd for latting gae the men, 7} 
an taking butt the key that lay the ben ; BY 
Wi' monie a threat to thraſh her back an' ſide, 
Till they came till her, gin ſhe wad na bide ; 
Sac up ſhe ſtarts, an' glowr'd a' round about, 
An sin twas true or no, began to doubt; 
An' wi' what pith ſhe had began to gang, 
For fear that ſhe ſud be O erta en or lang 
But little ſhot ſhe came, an yet the — 
Was draping frae her at an unko ai 
bow ding trae ſide to ſide, an' lewdring on, 
Wi' Lindy's coat ſyde hanging on her drone ; 


In this poor pickle whan onie help wad Hom”: 
The blytheſt fight, that ever ſhe had ſeen, 
What ſpies ſhe coming, bur a furious man, 
Feaming like onie bear, that ever fan; 
An' heigh aboon him vap'ring in his hand, 
Glancing afore the ſun, a glittering brand. 
Roaring an ſwearing like a rais'd dragoon, 
That he ſud ſee the heart bleed o' the lown ; 
What i' the earth to do, ſhe cud. na tell, 
for fear quite maſter'd her an down ſhe fell. 
The man, that ramping was an raving mad, 
(me fiercelings up, an' crying, ay, had ! had 3 > 
in' in his fury, an' his reeling eyn, 
Thinks that the ane, he wanted ſhe had been. 
h' unchancy coat, that boonmeſt on her lay, 
Made him believe, that it was even ſae, 
han come, he cries, riſe murd'rer dog! till 1 
port make thro your breaſt, for life to fly— 


e 0 ſpare ! ! ſays Bydby, hadd your hand 


Wi' wae was bowden, even like to birſt. 
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Im but a woman, an' can hardly ſtand! 3 
Soon by her voice, he kend, that ſhe ks true, . q 


An' ſays, riſe, fear not, I'm not ſeeking you. 
But ſaw ye, tell me, ſaw ye, i' this glen 
Skulking by onie bield, twa wretehed men, 
My fakeleſs brither, that hae baſely ſlain, | 
For naething, but for ſeeking o' his ain? 
Tell ſhortly, an' ye's ger nae harm frae me, 
Nor mair be putten till, whate'er ye be: 
Yes, yes, twa men I hw; ayont yon brae, 
She trembling faid, I wiſs them meikle wae, 
Sad was the chaſe, that they hae geen to me, 
My heart near coup'd it's hool, ere I got free 5 
T wa mile frae this, J left them on a know, 
An far beneath it lies a dreary how, 
Thro' whilk I ran, till I'm near at my laſt, 
Gueed be your ſpeed, an' dowie be their caſt. 
Wi furious ſpeed, he ſoon ſkipt o'er the height, 
She never budg'd till he was out o' ſight. - 
What chance he further had, ſhe cud na tell, 
But was right fain, that ſhe wan aff her ſell. 


Whan ſhe a mile or twa, had farther gane, 
She grows right eery to be fac her lane, 
An' mair an' mair, the frae the hills hads do why 
Wiſſing that ſhe meith light upon ſome town; 
But ſhe's as weak, as very water grown, 
An' tarrows at the browlt that ſhe had brow'n ; 
An' haflings wiſſes, ſhe had never ſeen | 
The bony lad, ſhe loo d, atweeſh the eyn; 
For now a hopes of ſeeing him are loſt, 
That likly ſeeking him her life wou'd coſt 11 
An' will an' wilſome was ſhe an', her breaſt 


Nac ſuſt' nance got, chat of meal's corn grew, 
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But frae that food, nae pith came till her banes, 
An' ſhe was fu? an hungry baith at anes. 


Now ſhe began to think within herſell, 
Upon a tale, ſhe heard a weerd-wife tell, 
That thro the cuintray, telling forrumes yeed, 
an' at babees an' placks came wond' rous ſpeed; 
Whan ſhe her loof had looked back an' fore, 
An' drew her finger langlins ilka ſcore, 
Upo' her face look'd the auld hag forfairn, 
an' fays, ye will hard fortun'd be my bairn, | 
Fr2e fouk a fiedlert, nae frae fouk at hame, 
Will come the antercaſt ye'll hae to blame 
Jin ye be wyſſe, beware of unko men, 
| dread for ſick, ye'll anes be bare the ben; 
de come ye ſpced; or miſs ye o' your mark, 
gething I ſee, ye'll hae right kittle wark, 
Then ſays my laſs, had I but been ſae wyſſe 
As hae laid up auld mummy's gueed advice, 
Frac this miſchance, I meith hae kept me free, 
But wha can trae, wh it's laid afore them flees 
Thus making at her main, ſhe lewders on, 
ſhro' ſcrabs an' craigs, wi mony a heavie groan; 
Vi bleeding legs, an' fair misguided ſhoon, 
\n' Lindy's coat ay feltring her aboon ; | 
Nil on a heigh brae head ſhe lands at laſt, 
ut pitlens down to a how burnie paſt ; 
lear was the burnie, an' the buſles green, 
But rough an' ſteep the brae that lay renne 
Her burning drowth inclin d her to be there, 
t want of maughts an diſtance cek'd her care; 


to ] 


Wi' the cauld ſtream, ſhe quencht her lowan drowth 


Then fat ſhe down, aneth a birken ſhade, 


An' for a wee her flightering breaſt did heal ; 


38 The Fortunate Shepherdeſs. Canto, 
Now by this time the evening's faing down, 
Hill heads were red, an” hows were eery grown, 
Yet wi what pith ſhe had, ſhe takes the gate, 
An' wan the burn, but now it's growin late; 


The birds about were making merry: cheer, 
She thought their muſick ſang, ye're welcome hete; 


Syne o' the caten berrys eat a fouth, 
That black an ripe upo' the buſhes grew, 
An' were new water'd with the evening-dew-; 
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That clos' Y aboon her, an hang o'er her head. 
Couthy an warm an gow hy was the green, 

In ſtead o night, had it the day light been, | 
But grim an' ghaſtly an' pick black, wi” fright, 
A things appear'd upo the dead of night. 

For fear ſhe curr'd, like makine i' the ſeat, 

An' dunt for dunt her heart began to beat, 
Amidft this horror, ſleep did on her ſteal, 


An' thus whiles ſlouming, whiles ſtarting wi her gh 
She maks a ſhift to wear awa' the night. 


The ſky now caſts, an ſyne wi. thrapples clear, A 
The birds about began to mak their cheer ; Vi 
An' neiſt the ſun to the bill heads did ſpeal, It 
An ſhed on plants an' trees a growthy heal; & 
But ſhe does o'er her thrawart fortune meurn, A 
An' wi' how ſighs ſhe looked down the burn; 
Syn taks the road, weak as a windleſtrae, 
That wi' the wind e're wagged on a brac. 

For very faut her legs began to plett, 

She wi' her journey had got ſick a ſett; 
Sweet was the ſang, the birdies plaid alang, | 
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Canting fu cheerfy” at their morning mang, 

An' meith ha ſown content in onie breaſt, 

Wy grief like hers that had na been opprelt 3 

But nacthing cud her dowie ſpirits cheer, 

As lang's ſhe. gat na trial o' her dear; 

Funabeis on ſhe gaes, as ſhe was bown, 

An' monie times to reſt her limbs lay down. 

Nac ſuſt'nance gat ſhe a' the live-lang day, 

WW Xcept now an' than a berry o' the way, 

Bur this gueed hap throw out the day ſhe had, 
She met wi' naething to mak her afraid. 


At laſt an lang as night began to fa', 
Near to ſome dwelling ſhe began to draw, 

| That was a' burrach'd round about wi” trees, | 
ty WM Thro! which the reek frac the lumb heads ſhe {ces 3 
That gate ſhe hads, an' as ſhe weer in by 
Amo' the trees, a laſs ſhe do's eſpie ; 
To her ſhe hys, an' haillt her wi' a jook, 
The laſs paid hame her compliment, an buik. 
Hegh hey, ſhe ſays, as ſoon as ſhe came too, 
There's been a langſome dowie day to me; 
Faint, faint, alas! wi' faut an miſter gane, 
r, An' in a peril juſt to die my lane. 
Waes me, the other ſays, that's dowie fate, 
It's nae be lang ere ye ſome ſuſt'nance get; 
dit ſtill an' reſt ye here, aneth this tree, 
An' in a clap I's back wi ſomething be. 


An' fa' was this, think ye, fac kindly ſpake, 
But Nory taking at her evening wake, 
Amo' the trees, an making at her main, 
Thinking ſhe ne'er wad Lindy ſce again ; 
Twas here ſhe bade, an' here ſhe was ta'en in, 
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An' better guided than wi' a' her kin. 


An' as ſhe promis 'd, back ſhe came in haſte, 


An' ye may trow't, her pouches were na waſte. 
Sac cuts of fleſh, an' lumps o' bread an' cheeſe, 
To Bydby, on the point of ſtarving, gees, 

Wha with gueed will pang'd up her hungry maw, 


Syn frae a {trype, drank up what ſhe cud draw. 


'Then till her, Nory ſays, what's been your fate, 
That ye hac fa'en in ſick a ſtaggering ſtate, 
What means that coat, ye carry o' your back : 


It cud na miſs to be your utter wrack ? 


Ye maun, I ween, unto the kards belang, 
Seeking perhaps to do ſome body wrang, 


An' meet your crew upo the dead o' night, 


An' brak ſome houſe, or gee the fouk a Agha, 
I was o'er buſie, geeing you relief, 


Whan, ablins, ye are but at belt a thief. 


Hegh, hey, quo Bydby, this is very hard! 
That whan fouk travel, they are ca'd a kard; 
I watt na, laſs, gin ye wad tak it well, 
Gin wi' your fell, fouk in ſick ſort ſud deal; 
But they that travel, monie a bob maun byde, 
An' ſae wi' me, has forn at this tide. 
Forgimme, laſs, ſays Nory, it may be, 

That I am wrang, but fouk to gueſs are free, 
But what's the matter, gin ye like to tell, 
That ye are wandrin' ſae alane your ſell ? 
Syn that ye ſpeer, I's lat you ſhortly ken, 


I'm ſceking after twa unthanktu' men. 
Forgimnie gin I wrang them. What hae they, 
Says Nory, frae yourſell ta'en ought away, 
That ye {ac weary after them purſue, 


Sceking amen as, they may do hurt to you? 


Nae fear o that quo the, an' we were met 
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But ] ſoon right of a' my wrangs wad get. 
To ſeek them, quo ſhe, ken ye where to gangs 
Or to what cuintray, thir twa men belan 

Well ken I that, quo Bydby, I can tell, 


That they do baith in FLAviana roll. 


In FLAvIA Na ! quo ſhe, dwell ye there, 


That o' their dwelling ye're ſo very clare ? 


That I do not, nor ken I where it lies, 

Bydby to her, with a ſyde ſigh replies, 

Had done that, I might been there ere now, 
I're ſpent mair time, than wad ha gane't I trow. 
Ken ye their names, in caſe ye gat the place ? 
Well that, ſhe ſays, I ken them, name an' face, 
I ken them ſae, that I cud hae nae doubt, 

Frae mony a thouſand men to weal them out, 
How did they ca' them then, ſays Nory, I 
Meith may be help you to find out the Nas : 
Colen an' Lindy, Bydby ſays they're ca'd, 

The ane an elderen man, the neiſt a lad, 

A bony lad, as e er my.eyn did ſee, 4 
An' dear ke is, an' fall be unto me, 

His yellow hair down o'er his ſhouders hang, 
As ony lint as bony an' as lang. 


Says Nory, laſs, your errand is na ſma', 
It ſeems, that lad has ſtown your heart awa', 
An' ye are following up wi' what's ahind, 
An' your miſtak too late may ablins find, 
Lads aftentimes poor laſles uſe to cheat, 
An' fan they follow, afttimes tyne the heat ; 
Gin ye tak my advice, ye've gane enough 


I think na that, ſhe ſays, an' haflins leugh. 
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Says Nory, gin ye lippen till him ſae, 


How thro' your fingers hae ye lattn him gac ? 5 


That is the queſtion, bony laſs, indeed, 

Ye now hae hit the nail upo' the head; 

I better wi' leſs travel meith ha dene, 

Had I been tenty, as I meith ha been; 

But fouks, they ſay, are wyſle ahind the hand, 
Whilk to be true unto my colt I fand; 

But had the caſe been yours, as It was mine, 


Ye meith ha trow'd the raip wad keep the twine ; 


But maks na matter, gin I had my men, 
I hae na fear to mak it knit again; | 
A's nae in hand, that helps an' it may be 
That this may even be the caſe wi' me. 


What was the caſe, my laſs, gin J meith peer ? 
That co' the other, ye right now ſhall hear ; 
*Tis true the tale is nae fae very ſhort, 


Nor yet my fell in ſick condition for't, 
But gin ye like to ware the time on me, 


The caſe, juſt as it ſtood, I's lat you ſee; 
"Twill may be keep us baith frae thinking lang, 
An' I's lat you conſider o' the wrang. 
Content am IJ, ſhe ſays wi a? my heart, 

Twill ablins learn me, how to play my part, 


For what's your horſe the day, may come to be, 


My mare the morn, oblige me an' be free. 


Then Bydby fays, ſhortſyn unto our glen, 
Seeking a herſhip came yon unko men, 
An' our ain lads, albuiſt I ſay't my ſell, 
But guided them right can ardly an ſell, 
Gar'd them work hard, an' litle ſuſt'nance gae, 
That I was even at their guideſhip wae, 
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An' ye maun ken, that ilka day at noon, 
| was ſent to them with their ſma' disjune, 
an fan I ſaw their piece was but a gnap, 
| thought my fell of mending their miſhap. 
dze ilka day 1 ſtealt to them an eek, 
an' row'd it up into my cleaneſt keek ; 

had na aft upoꝰ this errand gane, 
"il I am with the love of Lindy tane, 
What needs me heal't, na, na, it winna dee, 
an' gin I ſud, I wad na now be free; 
| held it in, as lang as well I cud, 
An' there's nae help, but I maun let it out ; 
de 'Oman, for to mak a lang tale ſhort, 
He grants to tak me, fac I wad work for t, 
And what was that, but I maun lat them gae, 
Upo' the dead o night their bondage frae, 
1 did fac, that I ſud gang alang, 
bn ſyn be marrid wi him on a bang. 


Then Nory ſays, how comes it 'oman then, 
Ye ca' ſick couthy fouk; unthankfu' men? 
But byde you yet, ſays Bydby, ye fall hear, 
n find ye need na ſick a queſtion ſpecr. 
plays my part, an' lets them win awa', 

mounts an' wi them aft what we cud ca', 
hs mile ere we drew bridle on we paſt, 
Syn 1 indy looks ahind him all agaſt, 

an' ſays, O Bydby 'oman, I've forgot 

Into yon dreary hole my utter coat. 

Now win my beniſon, an' run again, 

Well byde you here, aneth this meickle ſtane. 
For Lindy, ſure, I wad mak onie ſhift, 

An' back again I ſcours, what legs cud lift; 
Ur I came-back, an well I wat ſhort while 
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Was I a doing't, I got a beguile, | . 
Naething I got. ſeck for them what ] liſt, 4 
But a toom hale, an' ſae my mart I miſt ; 

I cud na tald you, nor can I do yet, 4 
How ſad the ſett was that my heart did get; & 
Now I meith gang, as ſoon, an' drown my ell, | , 
As offer hame-with, after what „ 4 
Sac on I gaes, an FER a an' thinks it yet, 5 
They travell'd aff, reed they a chaſe might get, : 
Rather than leave poor me, to pine wi' care, . 
That nae ſic treatment, at their hands did ſair. : 


Now. by this time, the tears came rapping down 
Upon her milk while ſkin, aneth her gown, 7 


* Norys heart, was at the tale right ſairr, Wh 
But the was troubled with another care ; - | 51 
Her heart for Lindy, now began to beal, 1 


An' was in hover great, to think him leal ; 
But in herſell. ſhe ſmoar'd the dowie care, 


Nor wt the other did her ailment ſhare. » 
But ſays, ye for him better ſpeak, I fear, | 
Nor what the caſe, if ſifted well can bear. 
Well, it may be, but I'll hope i' the beſt, | 
An' be at my wits end, afore I reſt ; a 
But O kind laſs, gin ye hae onie gueſs 4 
How 1 ſud had, whan I gae out o this, \ 
Tell, an' oblige me, mair than I can ſay, , 
V's ne er forget it to my dieing day. ö 
Quo Helenore, the gate I dinna ken, 0 
But yet to help you, wad be unko fain, x 
An' gia yell gee, that bony keck to me, . 
I's gang a day wi' you, an' may be three. — i 


Well mat ye be, ſhe ſays, the keek 1's gee, * 
Gin ye wad gang but ae bare day wi' me; 0 


lown 
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\n' gin we reach na' our ryſt's end gin night, 
Jr b o' that cuintray i'the fight, 

in ye gae farther, I fall gee to you 

[his bony pouch, ſee laſs, of double blue. 
Then Nory lays, content, but hear me this, 
\ mament's time, wi hae na need to mils, 
iece ye be tyr'd, yell need to riſe an' gang, 
this ſhort night, the ſky will caſt or lang. 
in 1 be miſt, as doubtleſs but I will, 

te we be aff, it a' the ſport may ſpill ; 

ur J maun ſee, what purchaſe I can mak 
f bread an' cheeſe, afore the rode we tak, 
For to your coſt, by now I reed ye ken, 
Vhat 'tis to tak the hill, ſo bair the ben; 
dne fit ye ſtill a wee, an' I fall be 

back, 1'the very twinkling of an eye. 


Now Nory had twa irons ''the fire, 

an' had to ſtrick them baith a keen deſire ; 

Firſt to win hame by favour of the laſs, 

As being fly'd, herlane again to paſs, 

an neiſt to try, gin ſickan' news be true, 

hat ſhe had heard frae Bydby but right now, 
She keeps her word, an' back wi' ſpeed ſhe flees, 
i baith her pouches pang'd wi bread an cheeſe; 
Nom laſs, ſhe ſays, we juſt maun tak the gate, 
an try the hills, tho' it be dark an' late, 

Tho” it be fac, it better is for me, | 
What gate we had, the leſs our fouks'll ſee, 

For they now truſt, that I to bed am gane, 

An gin they mils me, we may be o'er ta en. 
Well mat ye be, an' lat you never ken, 

o your experience, what I dree for men ; 

put gin your ſtrait to me ſud Cer be kend, 
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66 ' The Fortunate Shepherdeſs Canto 11 
Ye may lay count to lippen on a friend : 
For fouk ll ſay, they ken na, what they'll i 


An ye the will maun now tak for the deed. 
I mak na doubt, ſays Nory, but we maun 


Mak o' our journey now the belt we can. 
CAN T0 


T . . now up the burn they hey, 
An were well on the rode, by brak o' day, 

Now in little Nory's miſt at hame, 
An' for her fake ilk ane did ither blame, 
The aunt frae Beſs is like to pow the heart, 
Becauſe ſhe did na play a better part ; 
An' Betty's heart is even like to brak, 
An' for her does gryt dool, an' murther mak. 
They wiſt na fum to ſend upo the chaſe, 
Or how to look their couſin i' the face, | 
That wad na be, they kend, to had nor bind 
Whan he came back, an' her awa ſud find. 
Till peep o day, upo themſels they bear, 
Than aunt an' dauther ſought her far an' near; 
But a' was waſhing o the Blacky more, 


They boot turn hame, an' even gee it o'er. 


The laſſes now are linking what they dow, 
An' facked never foot, for height nor how. 
Whan day was up, an' a' clear round about 
Nory began to ken her former rout, 

But loot na on, but fairlyt aſa faſt 

As Bydby cud, at ilka thing they paſt ; 
Scream'd at ilk clough, an' ſkrech'd at ilka how, 
As fair as ſhe had ſeen the wirry cow. 

But Lindy's ſtory held her heart a ſteer, 
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An' ay at ilka ſae lang, ſhe wad: ſpeer 

An, ſay ye, had your wooer yellow hair ; 

Was he well legged cherry cheek'd an Fake? 1 

To FLAvIANA did the lad belang, 51 7 
That ye alledge bas done you ſick a wrang? 
Was he in earneſt, think ye, whan he ſpak, 

An' for that weary coat, bade you gae back ? 

Was Colen ſay ye, the auld ſhepherd $ name... 
Of your miſhap. had he ought o' the blame ? 
Heard ye nae word gin he had cheel or chair, 
Or he a jo, that had the yellow hair ? 
To a' ſick anſwers Bydby made a ſhift 

To anſwer, never dreaming Nory' $ drift, 

'Tis now about the lynth hour 0. the day, 

An' they are poſting on what cer they may 
Baith het an' meeth, till they are haleing down, 
The ſun he dips, an' clouds grew duſk around ; 
A'in a clap the fireflaught blinds their eyn, 
The thunder roars, an nae a breath between, 
Hurle upon hurle, an' juſt aboon their head, 
That o' their weams they fa' as they were dead. 


An' pour as out o' buckets o' their back; 


An' lay ſtane ſtill, not mooving eye nor bree; 

An for miſluk, they juſt were i' the height, 

Ay thinking whan the baut wad on them light. 
For twa lang hours i'this ſad plight they lay, 

At laſt the ſun brak throw w!' cheerfu' ray; 

dae piece, an' piece, they lift them as the dow. 
An' ſee't all ocean down into the how. 1510 
Whan they gat up, gueſs ye gin they were fly d, 


Frac the hill heads burns tumbl'd on ilka ſide 
1 


dair bet their hearts, the bowdend clouds they bat, . 


Now they conclude, that here their truff maln be, 5 


— — — 
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Wi' ſick a frightſome hurle an reefu' rair, 

The neiſt thing to the thunder i'the air, 
What can they do? downwith they dare na "I 
Their ſafeſt courſe is on the heights to lodge. 


At laſt an lang, the burns began to fa”, 
Then down the hill they ſcour, what they cud ca”. 


Sometimes they wad, ſortictimes the burns they bs 


An' ſometimes o' their feet and hands they crap; 
An' by the time they reach'd another height, 


The ſun was laigh, an faſt came on the night. 


An' naething yet, but hills an' muirs in view, 
Nor mark nor meith, that ever Nory knew. 
An' by this time, poor Bydby wearies fair, 


An' her twa hands begins to wring for care. 


But Nory keeps up a good heart, an ſays, 


Wi' maunna weary, wi' thir rugged bracs ; 


Tyn heart, tyn a', we'll even tak fic bield, 
As thir uncouthy heather hills can yield; 
The night looks well, the ſkie's well ſet an' clear, 


Neiſt day or c en, ſome cuintray may appear. 
Weill ripe the pouch, an ſee what ſcaff is there 


I wat whan I came out, it was na bair. 


Sae down they fat, by favour of a ſtane, 
That o'er their heads fu' cuthiely did lean ; 


Unto their ſupper they right yaply ta, 


But Bydby's dridder was na yet awa': 
The thunder yet intill her lugs did knell, 

An' rouling burns, that roar'd wi' fick a yell. 
Quo' ſhe to Nory, O yon dreadfu' crack 

1 halcumlie thought ſud ha been our wrack ; 
Fly't at my heart, 1 am, ſhe ſays, reed we, 
Sud the neiſt Gay 1 in the ſame peril be. 


_ 
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days Nory, na, yon ſummer ſob is out, 

This night looks well, look *oman round about; 
The morn I hope, will better prove, an” we 

Or e'en may chance ſome inwith place to ſee. 
An' yet her tongue was falt'ring whan ſhe ſpak, 
For e' en her heart wi' fear, was like to brak, 
But (till an on, ſhe wad hae forret been, 

To ken the verity, ſhe was ſae keen. 

Syn piece an piece together down they crap, 
An' crack till baith o' them fell on a nap. 


Their day time toil had wrought them ſick a wracks 
That or they ee'd the ſun bet o' their back. 
Fain were they baith o' the new light o' day, 
an' that the night had ſtealt ſae ſaft away; 
Their eyn they rub, an' ſpy a' round about, 
Thinking what gate that day to had their rout. 
Nae meiths they had, but northlins ſtill to gae, 
Kenning that gate, that FLAVIANA lay. 
Now frae the height, where they had ta'en their bield, 
Far in a how they ſpie a little ſhiel ; 
Some peep of reek out at the naip appears, 
What's yon ? at Nory, Bydby ſhortly ſpeers. 
Then Nory ſays, I ſee a houſe it lane 
Tho? far or near, but it I ſee na ane. 
What can they be that wins ſae by themſell, 
In this wide wilderneſs I canna tell. 
Be what they like, I think well gang an' ſpeer, 
Says Bydby, gin our tryſts end we be near, 
| wat na, Nory ſays, they're may be men, 
I'm ſure nae woman wins in fick a glen ; 
An' may be kettrin, I hae heard. fouk ſay, FOE, 
That ſick do wake a 2 an "oP a day. ; 
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Tak in fouks nout an' ſheep, an' eat them there; 
That ſick be they, it's born o' me fair. ; 

O Bydby fays, I dinna think its fac, 

I ſee a bought ayont it on a brae ; 

Some body here is ſhealing wi' their ſtore, 

In ſimmer time, I've heard the like afore ; 

Well caſt about, an' come upo' the boucht, 
Content, fays Nory, it is nae ill thought; 

I think I ſe&& my ſell, we'll wear in by, 

Gin we get therc, 'tis time to milk the ky. 


Sac down they fare an' rough, rough was the rae 


Wi' craigs an' ſcrabs, a' ſcatter'd i! the way. 


Singing fu' ſweet at milking o her ky, 

In by they come, an' hails'd her cheerfuly. 
The ie looks up, ſome little in ſurpriſe, 

An' leaning o' the boucht, the maidens ſpies, 
An taks herſell, an' ſays, wii! have I N ? 
This day ye ſeem to be right ſoon aſteer. 
Q they, we hae ga en will, an' out a' night, 
An' ſpy' d this ſheal, an' came to be ſet right; 
Be but ſac kind, as tell us where we be, 
An' ye's get thanks,” tis a' we hae to gee. 
Quo ſhe unto the ſheal, ſtep ye o'er by, 

An' warm yourlels, till I milk out my ky ; 


As they drew near, they heard an eldren dey, ? 


This morning's raw, gin ye've a' night been out, 


That ve wad thole a warm, I mak na doubt; 


An' ſomething mair, I's warrant ; ca' your va, b 


The door it ſtands wide open to the wa,. 
Hadd on a cow, till I come oer the gate, 
An' do the beſt you can, to hadd you hett. 
The laſſes bidding do, an' Oer 5 gaes, 
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An' of bleech'd birns pat on a canty bleeze, 
Content they were at ſick a lucky kyle, 
An' fand they had na met w1 a beguile. 
On ſkelfs a' round the wa's the cogs were ſet, 
Ready to ream, an' for the cheeſe be het; 
A hake was frae the rigging hinging fu” 
Of quarter kebbocks tightly made an' new. 
kebind the door, a calour heather bed 
Flat o' the floor, of ſtanes an' fail, was made. 
an' lucky ſhortly follow'd o'er the gate, 
Wi twa fu? leglins, froathing o'er an' het; 
Syn ream'd her milk, an' ſet it o' the fire; 
An' bade them eek the bleeze, an nae to tyre. 

| That cruds, their weamfu' they ſud get on haſte, 
As freſh an' gueed, as ever they did tale, 
Sair looked ſhe on Nory's bony face, | 
an' ſays, young laſs I wils you meikle grace ; 11 
Sweet are your looks, an' of gueed nature fu', WE 111% 


He'll get nae blind that chances to get you; 
Your bony rozered checks, an blinking eyn, 
Minds me upon à face I've ſome time ſeen. 
Well look ye baith, I dinna mean to lack 2 | 
The ane, whan 1 but o the ither ſpak ; 1 
Nae o' the worſt ye look, as ye were come, yy 
But o' the beſt of cuintray fouk, an' ſome ; 

Ye baith for me, may ac man's bairns be, 

An' may be no, it maks nae thing to me. 

wie caſt has faſhen you ſae far frae towns, 
m ſure to you, thir canna be kent bounds : 
Ten miles frae onie town, this ſhealing lies, 

An' to ſee here ſick twa, is gryte ſurpriſe ; 

An {till the mair at ſick a time o day, 

I wou'd n indeed chat ye had tint the way. 
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Says Nory till her, is the fairly erpre 
Here an' fac early too, ſick twa to get: 
As gryts our fairly to ſee you win hatin ” 
Sac far frae towns, nor onie neiper near, 
I wonder juſt ye dinna die for fear. 


But are the cows your ain, gin I might ſpeir ? 120 


O never ane of them, belongs to me, 
They are the laird's, well mat his honour be; 


My ain gueed bairn, that ſucked me fu' ſweet, 
An's ay kind to me, when we chance to meet. 
Thir twenty ſimmers now I hae been here, 


An' he ay came to ſee me ilka year, 

But this alane, an' well I ken the cauſe, 
The faut was nane of his, but his papa's. 
But thanks to praiſe ; I hear the carl's dead, 
My dairn'll now get leave to lift his head, 
An of a warldly hulgy back get free, 


That he deſign'd his wedded wife to be. 


Now he will get his choice, fum he likes beſt, 
Syne the auld man has ta'en him till his reſt. 
Afore lang days I hope to ſee him here, 
About his milkneſs and his cows to ſpeer. 


Now Nory hearing this, begins to gueſs, 


This was the ſquire that took her frae-diſtreſs ; 


An' at her ſpeers, how they his ſtyle did ca“? 
The wife replies, his ſtyle is Bon v-Ha. 
An' bony is't an' wealthy, wealthy, he, 


Well will ſhe fa' that wins his wife to be. 


Now Nory kens, ſhe in her gueſs was right, 
But loot na wit, that ſhe had ſeen the knight; 
But at her ſpeers, how far frae this awae 
She thought the bracs of FLaviana lay? 


Nae near, my cheel, ſhe ſays but ye are wrang, 
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To FLAVIANA gin ye mean to gang; 
Oer heigh by far ye've tzen up thro' hs glen, 
Ot miles frae it, ye are na down of ten. 
Gang Eaſt, but ay ſome Northlins hadd your caſt 
Till ye a bony water ſee at laſt. 
[Wi thir directions they their courſe purſuc; 
An' gee auld mammy thanks, as was her due; 
Right cheerfully the road they did tak in, 
an' thought that night, to their tryſts end to win; 
An' wad hae don't, but Nory wha had ay 
Amind the truth of Bydby's tale to try, 
Made ſhift by bout gates to put aff the day, 
Till night ſud fa, an force them there to ſtay ; 
Meaning neiſt day to ſend the laſs before, 
When they ſud be in fight of Lindy's door, 
Syn follow faſt herſell, an' juſt flip in 
Upo' them ere they wiſt, but onie din. 


Accordingly ere they the water wan, 
That the auld dey tauld near the cuintray ran, 
Night fa's an' they maun take the chance of bield, 
Anes mair that glens, an' hill an' heather yield. 


Their browden breaſts, that night took little en 


An' turs'd again, as ſoon's tke day did peep. 

In a ſhort ſpace they out the water fand, 

day's Bydby, FLAvIaNa's now at hand ; 

Well fell me now, my lad III ſhortly ſee, 

An' at the ſight viyth at the heart will be. 

As they the water paſt, an' up the brae, 

Where Nory monie a time had wont to play, 
Her heart wi' nettie grief began to riſe, 

Whan ſhe ſae grytly alter'd ſaw the guiſe; 

No herds r nor gueeds were now to be een there, 
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But a' was toom, an' heartleſs like an' bare. A 


Her dowie pain ſhe had na power to heal, 


The heart, they'll ſay will never lee, that's leal, 
For whan they wan the height, an' i' the how 


Obſerv'd the bigging by a bony: know, 


She ſays my heart is like to gang awa', 


An' I maun e en ſit down, or elſe I'll fa”, 
But yonder 'oman's houſes, gang an' ſpeer 
Gin unto FLAVIANA we be near; 


Sin we be right, I'll ken as ye byde Rill, 


Gin we be wrang, yell come again an' tell ; 
An' I will reſt till I come to myſell. _ 
Then Bydby frankly taks the gate before, 
An' was na lang, till ſhe wan Lindy's door ; 


That by the caſt o ground, the neareſt lay, | 


Juſt at the bottom of a ſunny bra. 


My laſs flips in, fays calmly, peace be here. 


Is this, or ist to FLAVIANA near? 


Lindy, who was into the houſe him lane, 


Wi' heart for Nory heavy like a ſtane, 


Lifts up his head, an' looking butt the floor, 


Sees Bydby ſtanding juſt within the door. 


Th' unwelcome fight put to his heart a nell, 


That he was hardly maſter o himſell; 
Yet ſays come ben, ow Bydby is that ye ? 


Foul fa' that coat, that you ſick cark did gee, 
Le meith ha' flung t awa” an turn'd again, 
Of half your travel, it's not worth the pain ; 
But maks na, ſyne ye re come ye's be well paid, 
Sit down an' reſt you, an' right now ye's hae = 
The worth o't twice, in claith or weath ye's get; 


I canna ſay but I am i' your debt. 
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Aw Lindy, is this ye, well fell my ſell, 

But waes me, that ye ſud ſick tidings tel, 
Your claith an' waith will never tell wi' me, 
Tho' ye a thouſand led thereof cud gee; 
lau well fair d of claith, ſyn I took gate, 
That coat o yours has geen me ſick a ſett. 
But out o' jeſt for cliith I came na here, 

But for the thing that was by far mair dear; 
'Twas for your ſell, man, that I dreed this pain, 
dae onie other profers are but vain, 

Wad 1, think ye, for leſs hac follow'd you, 
Or can I think that leſs can be my due: 
Was't na your paction ere I loot you gae, 
That juſt yourſell, I for my hire ſud hae? 
Alas ! alas ! o'er late i it ſeems I find, 

| firſt was left, an' new am come behind j 
But think na, man, that T'll be ſet aff ſae, 
For I'll hae fatisfa&tion ere I gae ; 

I's get a hire! a bony tale indeed! 

Ye ſpak na that gate i your time of need. 
Where's Colen ? I's refer my part to him, 
An' gin he lays I'm wrang, I's quyte my claim; 
He witneſs'd a' that paſt. an ſhar'd himſell, 
Part o the gueed, an can the better tell. 


Well I'm content, ſays Lindy, gin he ſay bt 
There's be nae mair about it, ye fall hae't. 
This ſpak he lippning Colen wad deny, 

An' ſae betweeſh them ſcore poor Bydby by. 


As they were at this dibberdery thrang, 
An' Bydby ſtill complaining o' her wrang, 
Jean, wha had ſeen her coming wer the moor, 
Thinking *twas Now: ſteps within the door. 
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N She never minds her, but tells on her tale 
1 Right bauld an' bardoch, likely like an' hail. 
35 Jean mair nor wonder'd ſick a threap to ſee, 
bs An' wiſt na fum to file or fum to free; 
4 But thought indeed, gin ſickan things were og 
„ That Nory ſoon had ſlipped out of view. 
10 Now by this time poor Nory's mair nor fain 
The truth o' Bydby's unko tale to ken; 
An' juſt at Lindys door comes flipping | in, 
When they're juſt i' the fix fax o their din. 
Jean looks a hind her, an her Nory ſpies, 
Judge ye gin ſhe met wi' a ghd ſurpriſe ; 
Out guſht her eyn, but word ſhe-cud na lay, 
Sac hamphis'd was ſhe, atweeſn glee an wae; 
Her in her oxter hard an faſt ſhe grips, | 
An' preſt her flaunt ring mou' upon her lips, 


| Lindy looks alſo butt, an- Nory ſpies, 


An' O my Nory ! O my Nory! cries, 


| Flaught bred upon her, but the houſe he Gab: 
M An' "Fac her mither's oxter fiercelings wrang, 
i An' O my Nory ! my dear Nory ! cries, 
| Sweet, ſweet, indeed to me is this furpriſe ! 

= Kiſſes upon her, he preſt on enew, 

| 1 But ſhe was ſhey, and held her head afkew 


An' cries, lat be, ye kiſs but luckie faſt, 
Ye're o'er well us'd, I fear, ſyn we met laſt, 
Look'd at him with the bawaw o' her eye, 
As drum an' dorty, as young miſs wad be 
To country Jock, that needs wad hae a kiſs, 
Ev'n nolens volens frae the dainty miſs. _ 
Thir words a wee did ſlacken Lindy's fire, 
An' put ſome ſtop, to his ſas 5 deſire; 7 
Blyth at her heart was * at the fight, 
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An' thought indeed, that ſhe had ſair d him right ; ; 
But thoug ht the ſheep, ſhe'd geen the wouf to had, 
Whan he had choice of ſick a neiper made; 
An' turning till her, ſays, I find that now 

] plaid wrang cards whan I came out wi' you ; ; 

1 meith ha kent, had I not ſenſeleſs been, ; 
That ye for nought, wad not be half ſo keen; 

But makſna, be the matter as it may, 

To ſtap your claim I hae enough to ſay. 

Whatever meith atweeſh you been before, 

I'm ſure that I was laſt into the ſcore ; 

hae his hand, his troth, an' what needs mair, - 


Cros't gin he can, juſt where he's ſtanding there— 


'Tis nae ſick thing, ſays Lindy, or gin I 
Some ſick like words meith happen for to ſay, 
They've been but ſay'n to pleaſe a fool like you, 
Nae man o' ten likes women them to woo ; 
For our acquaintance was but lucky ſhort, 
For me or any man to play ſick ſport. 
Why did ye ſae, ſays Bydby, for ye had 
In your ain hand to hadd baith haft an' blade; 
Tho' I did wiſs indeed, an' wiſt it ſair | 
That ye were mine, even ilka hilt an hair, 
[ cud na force you to gee your conſent, 
But ſyn ye gae't, ye ſud nae now repent. 
Ye need na mak a faut io tell me now 
Ye never meant to ſtand by ſick a vow, 
But only pleaſe a witleſs fool like me, 
But fay play bairns, your fool I winna be. 
Twas carneſt wark, lad, that I did for you, 
An ye wi' me maun deal | in carneſt now ; 
I've plaid my part, I tear, an' ſomething main, 


Play ye now yours an be to me as fair : 
K 2 5 
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Or | fall tell you ac thing, that's nae twa, 


Our lads an yell about it pluck a craw; 


For forty groats 1 wad na ſtand your ſtowr, 
Gin they this gate, but tak anither tour; 
An' ſure I am that it will not be lang 


Till they be here, complaining o their wirang. 


Thar Nory's come, the news is gaing ding dang, 
An' a' the neipers unto Lindy's thrang. 


Colen her father, wha had outwith gane, 


Bur heard at laſt, an' fac came in him lane. 


An' as he came, him glegly Bydby ſpy'd, 


An' welcome Colen! mair na welcome cry'd! 
Come here, and red this threap, for ye can tell 


The very truth, cauſe ye heard a' your fell ; 
Ken a' that paſt, ear an eye witneſs was, 


To a' that did tweeſh me an' Lindy paſs ; | 


Come Colen, now an' gimme kyle about, 


I helped you, whan nane elſe wad, I doubt; 


Nacthing but juſtice I do crave of you, 
To tak me, tell gin Lindy did na vow. 
Tho' I'm amo' you caſt like a flung ſtane, 
I was like ither fouk at hame ye ken; 
An' gin ye had but plaid me haflins fair, 
I needed na hae dreed ſae mikle care ; 


But maks na, now I'm here, fu plainly tell 


The naked truth afore the lad himſel. 


Syn Colen ſays, I maun indeed confeſs, 
Ye lent's a lift in our right gryte diſtreſs; 
For cauſe o' which I own 'tis good our part, 
Wi our beſt wiſs, that ever ye be fairt ; 

An' ve fall find it fae, afore we part. 

An' piece 'tis true, an true it is I grant, 
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To marry you that Lindy made a vaunt, 
Cauſe we was at a pinch to win awa,' 

vet to the head, the nail ye manna ca', 

That ye was geck d, to ſay, ye's hae na need, 
Ye's yet a bitch unto your tocher gueed, 
Well are ye worth it, at our hand the day, 
An' ye lall get it, wi' you ere ye gae. 


Na, Colen, na, 'tis well ye tell the truth, 
At hame of tocher gueed I hae a fouth ; 
"Twas na for geer, that I my fouks forſook, 
An' ran the riſk to win their fair downlook 
Na bimmy troth it, Lindy's what I want, 
By promiſe mine, as ye right now did Sang: 
Speak nae mair o' your hires, tis he alane 
dall be my hire, for ither I'll hae nane. 

Aw, but ſays Colen, ye ſud na gird ſae ſair, 
What winna fouk engage, that's under care, 
Wi ſick a premuire hamphis'd, as were we, 
Fouk wad fay onie thing, to get them free. 
Gin gryt your premonire was, ſhe ſaid, _ 
Ye ſud the better mind, how ye was free d, 
But words I winna langer uſing be, | 
Nor will ſick aff ſetts, do the turn wi' me; 
For haleumlie to tak me, he did bind, | 
An' hae'm I will, there's nae a word behind. 


Aw but ſays Colen, what gin he dinna like you, 
Beer to want him, than he ſud begeck you. 
Tis a' ane ſhe ſays, for I do like him fair, 

An' that he wad ly too, I hae nae fear; 
Had o' the bargain we made an outred, 
We's nae be heard upo' the midden head ; 
That he's gueed natur'd onie ane may ſee, 
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80 The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, Canto Il. 
Trphat's nae ſtane blind, or has but half an eye. 


1 Then Colen ſays, but ye may be miſta'en, 
Wo The face has been a cheat to mony ane; 
Fr Aft times the ſtill ſow, eats up a' the draff, 
x When canker'd looks prove not ſo ill by half; 
I here's monie bit an' ſup wi' little da, 
4M That wad na gree a ſtraik at mooling in. 
wh Sac gin the face be a' ye lippen till, 
” Ve may hae little cauſe to rooſe your {kill. 


Mans na quo ſhe, gin I my hazard tak, 
1 About it ither fouks ſma' ſturt may mk 


By now all eyes upo' them ſadly gaz d, 
An' Lindy looked blate, an' fair bumbaz' d; 
The collyſhangie raiſe to ſick a height 
That maugre him, things wad na now hadd right, 
For Nory's heart began to cool right faſt, 
Fan ſhe ſaw things had taken ſick 2 caſt, 
An fac thro' ither warpl'd were, that ſhe 
Began to dread atweeſh them, what meith be ; 
An even theught her travel, but ill wear'd 
For her convoy, an' that the was ill ſair' d; 
An' frae her heart now wiſt ſhe had na been 
In coming aff wi' Bydby hauf fac keen. 
For what ſhe fear'd, the now in earneſt fand, 
About this threap, was cloſs come till her hand; 
An' that tho' Lindy, may be might ly roo, 
The laſs had juſt as gueed a claim as ſhe. 
An' that the bargain might hae little thrift ; 
To bring't about, tho' they ſud mak a ſhift. 
Yet ſtill her thought ſhe keeped till herſell, 
But O her heart fand monie a dowie knell ! 
But ſhe was ſore, when Lindy's eyn were ſett 
The way to her, to look the tither gate. 
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Now by this time the houſe is heels o'er head, 
For aething ſome, an' ſome anither ſaid; 
That day nor doer a body cud na hear, 
For a things now were put in ſick a ſteer. 
An Jean an' Colen now were mair nor fain, 

I To crack wi' Nory, an' her ſtory ken; | 
Wi gryt hamſtram they thrimbl'd frae the barg, 
An' gae a nod to Nory furth to gang. 

Upo the ground they hunker'd down a three, 
An' to their crack they yoked faſt an' free ; 
What was't came o'er thee, laſſie Colen fays, 
At ſick a time o' night to tak the braes ; 

| mair nor fairly, what cud be your haſte, 

Ye cud na think to ſuccour man nor beaſt ; 
dad is the heart-crack, ye to us hae geen, 

An' dowie for your cauſe, my hap has been; ; 
An' dowie yet is like to be our day, 

About this threap; yon cummer is na play. 


Ther Nory with her finger in her eye, 
An' heart as gryt's a peat, began to free 
Her ſell to them, the beſt way that ſhe mought, 
Saying the dreary news ſet me a flought, 
An' ere I took myſell, I had o'ergane 
A meiths or marks, that I afore did ken. 
Merk as the pick night down upo' me fell, 
What my condition was I ſanna tell. 
Let ne'er my fae be hauf fo hard beſtead, 
Or forc'd to byde the bydings, that I bade ; 
dick yowls an' yells, as wad hae thirl'd a ſtane, 
Was Bever heard, as I heard there my lane. 
Whan day came in, an' welcome was the fight, 
After the eery black an' frightſome night, 
ae airths J kend, nor what Was Eaſt by Weſt, 
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But took the rode as it came i' my caſt ; 

Sac wi' a dowie heart an' hungry weam, 

J wandert wiſſing, that I were at hame; 

Bat wiſt na whither I made till't or fae't, 
But for the herds an gueeds ill was I paid ; 
What ganks I met with, now I ſanna tell, 
But at the laſt upo' a burn 1 fell, 


Wi' bony even rode an' in-with ſet, 


Ye meith hae row'd an apple a' the gate, 


Sick like I mind aft times to hear you tell, _ 
That fouk ſud follow, whan they hae ga'en will. 


This I'll had down, but meith, meith was the day, 
The ſummer cauls were dancing-brae frac brae ; 
Wi' faut an' heat I juſt was like to ſwelt, 

An' in a very blob o' ſweat to melt; 

Nae help there was, but there lay down my head, 
Aneth a tree, an' wait for welcome dead ; | 
I had na lang beneath the ſhadow lien, 

Whan ſleep ſtealt o me, an beguil d my pain, 


Three hours, as I by time o' day cud gueſs, 


At eaſe 1 lay an' brook'd that happineſs. 


But whan I waken'd, to my gryt ſurpriſe, 
Wha's ſtanding but a laird afore my eyes; 
The bonnieſt lad, that ever I had ſeen, 

Wi' yellow ſtrips clad in a coat of green; 
Upon his bow he lean'd his milk white hand, 


A bony boy a thoughty aff did ſtand, 


Gryt ſhame I thought, ſae to be gotten there, 


An' was for fear the neiſt thing to deſpair; 


In running aff lay my relief, I thought, 
But o' my claiths he took a ſwippert claugh t, 
Bade me nae fear, for I {ud kep nae ſkaith, 
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The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, 

ro do me wrang, that he wad be right . 
He ſpak ſae kindly, couthy like, an' fair, 

\n' pray 'd to tell what way I had come there, 
hat at mair ſaught my mind began to be, 

yn he ſome meat his boy gar'd gee me ; 

Neiſt me perſuades to gang wi him a night, 
here I ſud be well ta'en about an' right. 

Gin night we came unto a gentle place, 

\n' as he promis'd; fac I fand the caſe, 

Kind was the lady, for nae men I faw, 

zn gar'd me ly wi' her ain dather bra“, 

Well was I there, I wiſs I'd bidden till, 

Had ye but kend, I had na met wi' ill; 

But ae night as Pm ſpying out about, 

Wi heart unſettl'd ay, ye need na doubt, 

Wha coming gatewards to me does I ſee, 

But this ſnell laſs, that came the day wi' me, 
fie finding ſhe for FLaviana ſought, 

This is a happy kyle for me I thought ; 

die what needs mair, together aff we came, 
An' o'er high hills, an' fearſome cloughs we clamb. 


An prays, that Jean and Nory wad gang in, 
An' try gin they yon fiery laſs cud tame, 

That wi' her tongue had a' ſet in a fame; 
an' ſhoops ſo hard, yon heartleſs lad to gird, 
That juſt he looks as he'd fa” through the verd. 
Quo Jean, we's try't, but ſhe looks ill to ca's 
An' o'er auld mou'd 1 dread is for us a. 

As they gang in, Ralph unto Colen ſays, 

Yon hebbleſhaw is like ſome ſtour to raiſe, 

Fat think ye o't, for as we uſe to ſay, N 


The web ſeems now to a' be made of wae. 
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Ralph, mean time, to the door comes wi' a rin, 
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Says Colen, for he was a ſicker boy, 
Neiper, I fear this is a kittle ploy ; ; 


Gin we the gully guide na now wi' can, 


Tmay chance to gees a ſneck into the hand; 
Yon laſs maun not be dung but dauted fair, 


It winna do to keam againſt the hair. 


At firſt I thought but little o' the thing, 


But miſchief frac a midges wing may ſpring ; 
I never dream'd, things wad hae come this lengthy 


But we have ſeen een ſhargers gather ſtrength, 
That ſeven years hae fitren 1 i the flet, 


An' bangſters bauld upo' their boddom let; 


That ſick'll be the caſe, I now dread ſair, 


Sae we'll be fools to tamper wi' her mair. 
If with herſell we had alane to do, * 


We might find ſhifts for ſtapping o' her mou 
An' even that 1 doubt wad coſt a pu'. 

But we have a her cuintray's fead to byde, 

O'er great a pow 'r by far, for our weak ſide ; 
We a', but maiſt the lad himſell, an' I, 


Ken they' re nae fouks for our weak hands to try 


She pleads a promiſe, and its very true, 
But he had naething but a Jamphing view ; 
But ſhe in gnapping earneſt taks ir a, 
The bargain was that ſhe ſud lat's awa', 
She plaid her part, an' freed us o our care, 
An' now hads till't, that we ſud be as fair, 
O' her e're now, we try'd to ſhake us tree 
Bur ſhe has ſcented out the rode ye ſee: 
Gryt waters aften riſe frae filly forings, 
An' there is &en a providence in things; 

By rackligence wi' Nory ſhe had met 


Wha wad be fain, her ws tO get, — 5 24. 
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Wha in her daffry had run o'er the ſcore, 

An' that has even faſhen her to'the door. 

Gin we fike on till her ain fouks come here, 
Ye'll ſee a' things intill a bony ſteer; 

For they're a derf an' root hewn cabbrack pack, 
An ſtark like ſtanes, an' ſoon wad prove our wrack 
Sae we had better jouk, until the jaw 

Gang Oer our heads, than ſtand afore't an fa” 
An ſae | hadd it beſt, ye bid the lad 

Lay's hand to heart, an' to the bargain hadd. 
For it ungangs me fair gin at the laſt, 
To gang together binna found the beſt. 


Says Ralph, well neiper I hae heard your tale, 
An' even fairly at it ilka dale, : 
Kenning that ye're nae ſtrange to what has deen 
Your dather an' my ladie lang between, 
An' even we had greed it 'tweeſh ourſells ; 
Sick council now, but of unkindneſs 4 
Ye need na fairly Ralph, nor be in ire, 
Says Colen, for brunt bairns dread the fire ; ; 
Had ye come thro' their fingers, as did I, 
Ye wad na be in ſwidder to comply. 
Ill wad my head ere four an' twenty hours, | 
That what's my mind the day, ſhall then be yours; 
For the Savilians will but doubt be here, 
An' dacker for her as for ſtollen geer ; 
An' what hae we a conter them to ſay, 
The geer'll proof it ſell, piece we deny. 
They'll threap, we ſteal'd her, ſhe'll had till't herel, 
An' then there'll naething be but ſad pell mell ; 
Syn dell fell us, the weak wins ay the warr, 


Sae we at firſt had better to take care, 
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86 The Fo ortunate  Shepherdeſs, Canto Il 


Well neiper Ralph replies, I ken that ye, 
Had ay a gueed an ſound advice to gee, 
For its nae yeſterday, that I cud ſpy 
That ye thro' things did farther — than I; 
Sac for my part, I'm willing to ſubmit » 

To what your glegger wiſdom ſhall think fit, 
Gin that unhappy lad wad be fac wyſe 

As but ly too, an' tak your good adyice. 
Quo' he, ye canna better do than try, 

Ye's hae my in- put to mak him comply 
Cry ye him forth, we's till him lay the lines, 
He's do't, or what he hads of me, he tyns. 


Ralph does his bidding, an' out Lindy comes, 


His father ſays, lay by, man, thir hum drums, 
An' look na mair like Watty to the worm, 
Gin ye hae promis d, what but now perform; 
Among us a' a ravell d heſp ye ve made, 

Sae now, put too your hand, an help to red; 
Ye ken yourſell beſt where ye tint the end, 
Sae ye maun foremoſt gae the mils to mend ; 


Tis nae to mird wi' unko fouk ye ſee, 


Nor is the bleer drawn eaſy o'er their eye; 


Je hae yourſell wi' yon ſnell maiden locked, 


Wha winna thole wi' affsetts to be jocked ; 
An' ſae my lad my councel's ye be low' n, 
An' tak a drink o ſick as ye hae brown; 
That's out o jeſt an' in in earneſt, ſpark 

As ye began, ſae ye maun end this wark; 

An' tak yon laſs, that will nae affsett hear, 
*Tis nae enough, for you we byde ſick deare, 


Says Lindy, father, this is hard enough, 
Againſt anes will to coup them o'er a heugh, 


With open eyn upo the fearlome {kaith, 


+ 


l 
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The F. ortunate Shepherdeſs, 


That ye car'd naething it wad vively ſeem, 
Whither poor 1 ſud either fink or ſwim; 
But ſince ye've caſt'n a careleſs count bout me, 
I maunna ſae, but to my ſell maun ſee ; 

Sze I maun tell you acthing, that's nae twae, 
As ſoon I'll take the Scot of Galloway ; 
For ye baith ken my mind to hae been ſet 
Theſe ſeven years an' mair, anither gate; 

| wad na think, that fick wyſe fouk as ye, 
Wou'd to your ain ſick wrangous counſel gee, 
I wat na gin ye wad have thankfu' been, 

To onie wad yourſells ſick counſel geen, 
Whan ye war young, an' had your fancy fix'd, 
At your ain hearts I fear ye wad been vex'd. 
An' monie a time have I c'en heard you baith, 
Say ye to croſs your litleanes wad be laith. 


Well Lindy man, fays Colen, that's a true, 
But then was then, my lad, an' now is now; 
Bout then a days we never met wi' croſs, 

Nor kend the ill of conters or of loſs. 

But now the guiſe i is alter'd very fair, 

An' we fair new'd an' kaim'd againſt the hair; 
We now maun tak the warld, as it waggs, 
An' for hail claith be now content wi' raggs; 


Ay in our backs, that warld's now awa' 

An' this is come, an we may not ſtrive wi ; 
But een ſubmit, the life my lad, is ſweet : 
Whan a's awa', we ſtrive to keep that grip, 
An' tak odd ſhifts afore we let it flip. 

For, Nory, man, ye need na faſh your thumb, 
Nor keep her 1 mair intil anither's room; 


To play ſick pranks I will be very laith. 


Anes on a day we thought the wind wad blaw 
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88 The Fo ortunate : Shepherdeſs. Cai I 
I lear by far ſhe dy'd like Jinken's hen, 


Or we again met yon unruly men; 

| Sae there's nae time to ſwidder bout the thing, 
I'll wad her cuintray fouk fall no be dring 

In ſeeking her, an gar us ſadly rew 

That ever we their name or nature knew; _ 
Nae farther back bout them need we to look, 
Than how of late they you and me did nook. 


Thus at their bargain 1 my lads maun leave, 
Till of the ſquire ſome ſhort account I give; 
Who to his aunt returning miſs'd his pout, 

An' was in unko' rage, ye wad na doubt: 
For her he juſt was like to burn the town, 

An' to ſeek for her, made him ſhortly boun ; 
Sends for his friends to help him far an' near, 
An' to the hills land-gates bis courſe did ſteer ; | 
An' did him to the glens directly hy, 

Where his auld mammy kept his ſtore an' ky. 
Blyth was the wife her foſter ſon to ſee, 

An' ſain'd him o'er and o'er right cheerfullie; 
An' tauld him that ſhe now was mair nor fain, ; 
That kind gueed luck had letten him till his ain, 
Afore miſhap had forc'd him to comply 

Unto a match, to which he was fo thry. 


Well ſays he mammy, a' that's very gueed, 
But come let's try how taſts your cheeſe and bread; 
But mean time gee's a waught of callour whey, 
The day is meith, an' we are wond'rous dry. 
Your honor ſhall get that juſt in a ſtound, 
An' my lweet beniſon to put it down; 
That wr your ain 'tis fit ye ſud be fair'd, 
An' Piers twere mine, well wad 1 think! it waird, 


as 


The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, 
bat, lays the ſquire, ſaw ye nae country laſs, 
tome o' thir days down throw this forreſt paſs ? 
Indeed, quo ſhe, but yeſterday I ſaw, 

Nac farer gane, gang by here laſſes twa, 

That had gane will, an' been the forth a night; 
ut O ane o them was a ſeelfu' ſight ! 
flind mat I be, an' I am now threeſcore, 
Gin ever J ſaw the maik o' her before; 
Her yellow hair that up in rings a' row'd, 
Look'd i” the ſun juſt like the threads of goud / 
dome face I've ſeen ſhe brings into my view, 
But wha it is, I canna mind me now. 
The ither too was à right ſetting laſs, 
But fortherſome, but calm yon tither was ; 3 
Afore ] wiſt, they juſt were hard in b, Fd 
As 1 was buſſie milking at my ky ; | 
at me ſyn ſhortly they began to ſpeer 
Gin they were unto FLAVIANA near 


For FLAv1iANa ſpeer'd they, ſaid the ſquire, 
Heard ye nae word what was their errand there, 
Indeed an't like your honor I dinna ken, 

For me to ſpeer wad nae gueed havings been, 

| gae them cruds an' milk an' thought indeed, 
That of ſome ſuſt'nance they had meikle need. 
An' by my guels, I ſtroove to ſer them right 
Syn in a glent, they were out o' my ſight. 

The ſquire awee when he had chaw'd Nis cood, 
On luckie's tale does with himſell conclude, 

Lat what the ither meith hae been, that ſhe 
That was ſae roos'd boot his ain Nory be. 
Well ſays the ſquire, twas well ye gar'd them eat, 
Among thir hills fouk ay have need of meat; 
Wha kens but ſickan kindneſs may meet you, 
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An' be ſome day unto you worth a cow: 


Let nane gae hungry by that ye ſee here, 


But gee them ay part o your cuintray cheer ; 
I well allow't, ye's nae be ſcrimpt o' meal, 
An' ye hae fouth o milk within yourſell. 

"Tis ill done quo ſhe; to lie 1 upo' the dead, 
The laird ay bade me deal a piece o bread: 
An' I thought ay, ye wad brak naething aff, 

I mind ye liked ay to ſee a raff. 


Well nurſe, ſays he, knit on O the auld "TW 


An' gee nae ground to fay a warſe is come; 
What ever ye did afore, do better now, | 
He's nae your fac that has to count wi” you. 
But hark ye nooriſe, what Im gaing to ſay, 
We'll be again within a day or twae, 


po your milk your {killy hand ye'll try, 


An gees a feaſt o't as we're coming by: 

I well I wat, quo the, I's do my beſt, 

Wi' half a dozen o' ſorts to pleaſe your taſte ; 
Baith ſoon an' well, my cheel, mat ye come back; 
An' binna angry at my hamely crack.” © 

For well I ken, what is your honour's . | 
But let a word wi' your auld mammy now ; 
An' hear me this ae word, my bony laird, 

A that I've doon I'll think the better wair'd, 
That a young lady I ſee you faſh hame, 

Ye'll no thram well as lang s ye byde your lane; 
Well mammy, quo he, I's tak your advice, 


An hae ane o' them, gin they binna nice. 


Nae fear o' that, quo ſhe, be nice ! ha, ha, 
To tak the wealthy laird of BoNY-H a?, 
They're nae ſick fools, ye'd tenſome get for ane, 


Were it the _— as they fay 'thas been; 
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ell weed her room, was your aw lady wicher, 
de ye, like her, gin ye can weal anither. 


Now by the time, that they their piece had ta ed, 
in a brattle to the gate they're gane; 

an' ſoon are out o' the auld nooriſe fi aht, | 

o dreſs her milks, herſell who tory dight. 

dick ſpeed they made, that in an hour or twa, 

They i the ſight of FLAVIANA fa', 

heir milk * * lads, I's warrant half a ſcore, 

At a gueed rake were running on before. 


Now a' this time baith Ralph and Colen try ö 
heir outmoſt art, to mak the lad comply; 5 
gut he continu'd obſtinat an' thry.- 
i they re thus thrang, the gentles come in view, 
in a breaſt upon a bony brow, 1 
\mazed at the ſight, they ſtood ſtane till, 
o' them, gin ſome witch had try'd her Kill; 
ae word they ſpak, till they came cloſe in by, 
The ſight amo” them had rais'd ſick a fry. 
The ſquire that foremoſt rade in armour ſheen, 
(ry'd ſtop, good friends, an' lighted o' the g 5 
ro the three men he ſhortly turns, that gaz d, 
an' looked doited, ſpeechleſs, an' bumbaz d; 

An' to them ſays, kniend be fo good, as tell, 

Gin ane height Colen, here abouts doth dwell ? 
This queſtion made the ſhepherds ſae agaſt, 

That as the quaking aſp they ſhook as faſt ; 

ae kenning what to think, or what to ay, 

Or what to do wi' Colen, fick cud bac. 
Soon cud he ſee, they were wi' fear o'er ta'en, 
an couthyly beſpeaks them thus again, 

Fear na good ſhepherds, fear na at this light, 
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92 The F ortunate Shepherdeſs, Canto 11, 


We never meant to put you in a fright ; 
For peace we're come att” only want to ken, 
Gin ane height Colen wins into this glen. 


A well an't like your honor, Colen ſays, 


Indeed ane o' that name wins i'chir braes ; 


But it is mair nor ſtrange, what ane like you 


Sud hae wi ſick a hame bred man to do; 


For well I wat I never yet did wrang, 

To gryte nor ſma' ſyn I had pith to gang. 

Are you the man the ſquire then maks reply? 
I am he ſays, my name [I'll not deny. 

The ſquire as ſoon's the verity he fand, 
Straight taks the honeſt ſhepherd by the hand, 
Wha ferlying at the kindneſs gae a jook, 

But did confus'd an' unko ſhame fu' look. 
Soon cud the ſquire his blate confuſion ſee, 
An ſays ta)l- heart ye's get nac wrang frae me. 
But a' the good that's i'my pow'r to do, 

But tell me does this houſe belang to you? 


Deed no, he ſays, but mine is juſt at hand, 


An' it an' I are baith at your command ; 
"Tis true 'tis barer than it wont to be, 


But nane themſels can from miſchances free; 


Nae monie days aback, I mair cud ſay, 
But fouk ſud no be vain o' what they hae. 
I've heard ſae, ſays the ſquire, but never mind, 
Nor at ſuch pinching antercaſts repine; 

Tis but a cloud afore the clear ſan ſhine : 
Ye'll fee anither change, or few days gang, 
An' yet be juſt as right as ye was wrang. 


As they're thus cracking; a' the houſe thrangs ou 


Gouping an gazing at this new come rout ; 


The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, 


Wi ſome ſurpriſe, the ſquire behads the thrang, 
An' ſpeers gin a' did to ae houſe belang, 

An' had na ſaid it, whan out at the door, 
Juſt at her m kak comes Helenore. 

He ſees the ſight, then wi 2 fircelins bang, 

n throw the thickeſt o' the crowd he ſprang, 
An' in a hint he claſp't her hard an' faſt, 

With baith his gardies round about the waiſt ; 
An laid a thouſand on her bony mou”, 

That was as red as roſe that ever grew; 

Then ſaid, ſweet Nory ye was fair to blame, 
dae to gang aff, afore that I came hame; _ 


But ſince we're met, I think my pains well wairt, 


There ſhall be news afore again we part. 
Poor ſhamefu' Nory wiſt na how to look, 
Sae to be kiſt, afore ſae monie fouk ; 

Look up ſhe cud na, but her apron ſtrings, 


As faſt's ſhe cud row'd up an' down in rings; 


But O the unko gazing that was there 

Upon poor Nory, an' her gentle ſquire; 

An' eathing ſome and ſome anither ſaid, 

But fairly few, of faults poor Nory freed. 
Peice that ſhe fautleſs was maun be allow'd, 

But travel d. women are but ſindle trow d; 

But a'“ their cuſhel muſhel was but jeſt, 

Unto the coal that brunt in Lindy's breaſt ; 

Sad were the dunts and knells yeed to his heart, 
To think that Nory had milplaid her part ; 

An' now began to think, 'twas nae for nought, 
That o' his welcome ſhe ſo little thought ; 
When ſick a ſquire about her was fo thrang, 
Out o' his witts he juſt was like to mang; 


Thinking for her to come to ſick a pats, 
M 2 
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94 The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, 


But ſick a crow d, the {quire ſurpris d to ſee, 
At Colen {peers, what cud its meaning be? 
Indeed an't like your honor, Colen fays, 
Sick other threap, faw I not a' my days, 


As now is here, but wimpl'd is the tale, 


Ye'd weary fair, afore I tell'd it haill ; 


But gin to red it, ye wad pleaſe to try, 


*T would be indeed an act of charity.” '- - 
Lets hear't he ſays, an I (all do my beſt, 


Gin parties on my” ſentence like to reſt ; 


Tell on your tale, an! ' nacthing O' it miſs; 
J fall, quo Colen, an' the tale is this, 


Frae this aback, an' that nac monie days, 
A band of kettrin hamphis'd a' our braes; : 
Ca'd aff our ſtore, at twelve hours o' the day, 
Nor had we maughts to turn again the prey ; 
Sair bargain made our hirds to hadd again, 
But what needs mair, a' was but wark in vain. 
The herds came hame, an' made a reefu' rair, 


An' a' the braes rang loud, wi dool an' care; 
My laſſie, that it ſeems, your honor s ſcen, 


Frac kindneſs that ye ſhown her o' this green, 
Like ane hairbrain'd, into the glens taks gate, 


Wuhan now the night was gloomy merk an' late ; 


Wi our ſurpriſe ſhe's nae miſt till the morn, 
An' now her ither blaws on me the horn, 
An' J maun aff, an' ſeek her right or wrang, 
An' monie a bootleſs fit did for her gang, 
An' at thc laſt I fell amo' my feas, 

The cruel kettrin of Scevilia's braes. 

An' that lad there, ye fee wi' yellow hair, 


Canto 1 


An' a' ſeem d now but ſcores amo' the aſe. 


l 


The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, 95 
Did wr? me of the worſt of chances ſhare; 

Into their hands we baith together fel], 

An' they did guide 8 1 ſhure you ſharp an ſnell, 
Band's hard a' night, an toil'd us hard a' day, 
An' for our pains but ſma' allowance gae ; 

The maiden o' the houſe faw our miſhap, 

An' out o' ſight gae's monie a bit an' drap, 

An' ſhortly to the lad ſick liking took, 

That butt him ſhe nae ſaught nor caſe cud brook. 
Ne ither boot ſhe had but tell her care, 

Came frae the lad, that had the yellow hair; 

An' o the night engag'd to let us gae, 

Sae be the lad her for his ain wad hae, 

An' tak her hame, ſyne join afore the prieſt ; 

A' this was promis'd, but by way of jelt. 

Sac on a night, as we did all agree, 

She ſteals the key, an' ſae ſhe lets us free, 

Aff a' together we three linking came, 

But to get red, the lad contrives a ſham, 

To ſend her back for ſomething he forgot, 

Sae aff we ſcour'd, an thought ſhe'd flipt the knot. 
But by your favour ſhe is nae fo blate, 

She follows on, an' wi' my laſſie met, 

That at ſome gentle place had hab'ry ta'en, 

reed your honor does this better ken, 


Sae finding ſhe for FLAVIANA. ſpeer'd, 
They made their py, an' aff together ſteer 'd, 
An' juſt this very day came only here, 

An' this, an't like your honor, maks the ſteer, 
The laſs ſee yonder, her wi the brown hair, 
Bydby they ca? her, bargains teugh an' fair, 
That 8 there, ſud * his promiſe byde, 
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i 96 The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, Canto Il 7 
WE Gae face the prieſt an own her for his bride ; _ 
ms But he for this again is no ſo clear, | 
rp He thinks 'tis buying of the favour dear ; 

„ An' mair attour his mind this monie a day, | 
N Satelins to Nory there my laſſie lay; 
„ Blut for ſick thoughts, as far as I can fee, 

1 | T will be their wiſdom now to let them be; 
+: "Tis true indeed, when ſick an' things began, 

N. An' a' our things in their auld channell ran, 

13:8 Ir meith ha done, but as we're ſtated now, 

4 Our littleanes may tak ither tradę nor woo 


Indeed we've ſeen the warld leave wealthy fouks, 


Þ But they butt part that marry, are but gouks. 
1 I thiok ſae too, reply'd the cunning ſquire, 
Saick a' their days, ſtand likely to be bart. 
mT | Your honor's hitten the nail upo' the head, 
41 Fouk to fit down wi' ſomething ay wad nced; 
| | An' now your honor's heard what maks the thrang, 
1 Indeed, quo he, I think that Lindy's wrang, | 
by. As far as I can pather frae your tale ; | 
| But I ſud be content to hear himſcll, 
1 ö An' Bydby baith, gin they'll refer to me, 


I's do my beſt to mak their odds agree. 
Sae they are ca'd, ſays Bydby I'm content, 
An' to your honor's vote gee my conſent, 
For ſick I think's the juſtneſs of my caſe, 
That nane to gee't againſt me can hae face. 
Well, bony laſs he ſays that e'en may be, 
But yet what Lindy ſay's o't we maun ſee. 
Well Lindy, man, tell gin the bargain was, 
1 For letting o' you gae to tak the laſs, 
| Quo he, I's warrant fickan words hae been, 
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The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, 
An't like your honor, her an' me between : 

To lat you gae, gin ſhe ſaid whar'll ye gimme 
I've ablins ſaid, indeed, I's tak you wi' me. 
Cud that be grounds ſo faſt a grip to hadd, 
Or gee a laſs a tittle till a lad ? 
wonder that ſhe thinks na burning ſhame, 
On ſick an errand to have come frac hame, 
We that's poor fouks like at ſome pains to be, 
To court our laſſes their conſent to gee, 
An' think them light, that haſtily conſent, 
Afore ſome time an' pains on them be ſpent, 
But to ſeek us, afore their pulſe we try, 
We count them ſcrimp of ſhame an modeſty. 


Well Lindy, that ſometimes the caſe may be, 
An' ſometimes no, as ye right now ſhall ſee ; 
Nae doubt we wiſs, when we our liking ſet, 
That we with juſt as good again be met, 

Now, ſud we blame a laſs that's juſt as free, 
To look about her, an' to like as we? 
Or can ſhe help ſick likings up to grow, 
Mair than we can the ſeed, that anes we ſow, 
A laſs may be as modeſt that likes you, 

As onie ane your fancie likes to woo, 

An' a the fault, an' ſure it is the leaſt, 

Is letting out the coal, that burns her breaſt ; 
Ye ken yourſel the pain of  hadding 1 in, 

An ſud we i' the women ca't a fin ? 

But there is ae thing, that we maun allow, 


The laſs likes beſt, that forc'd herſell to woo, 


When they are, may be, whom we court of choice 


Nae half ſae honeſt, an' a deal mair nice. 
Sac gee not ſentence raſhly till ye ken, 
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Sick I've aft ſeen, to eat their words be fain, 
An' ſick I reed, will be the caſe wi you, 
Sae dinna blame fac fair poor Bydby now. 


Well mat your honor thram for that quo the, 

As ye hae ſaid, the caſe is juſt wi me, 

That lad I liked aboon onie ane 

An' likes him yet, for a' that's come an gane; 

An' boot to tell for fear I loſt the hint, 

Sac that I on him hae na ſtealt a dint. 

Had I come after like a knotleſs threed, 

He meith hae faid, that 1 was light indeed, 
But here I put it ll him gin that he 
To tak me did na promiſe haleumlie, 

Or we took gate, an' he kens beſt himſell, 

To leave poor me, upon what ſhift he fell ; 
i For butt my kenning he had left his coat, 
Wn. An' tells to me how he had it forgot ; 

i (F Then for the love to him I ever had, 

He me, again to run about it pray d ; 
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| | An' now what was't for him I wad na 2 do * ? 
An' how Im guided I's be judge to you ; 
165 Sae wi ſick treatment, I am left my lane; 


An' monica weary foot ſynſyne hae gane, 

5 Born i' the yerd wi' that unchancy coat, 

That he fac ſleely ſaid he had forgot 

An' now he thinks to put me aff wi' hire, 
That gate to leave me ſtiking i' the mire. 

But he's miſta'en, to think to guide me face, 
For he's the hire alane, that 1 will hae. 


An' well I think ye won him, faid the {quire, 
For ye hae plaid your part an' ſomething mair ; 
An' now I think that Lindy ſud play his, 
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an' mak amends unto. you for the miſs. _ 
What ſay you man, think ye nae burning ſhame ! Fr. 
To gee a laſs fic caſion you to blame? 

Can ye expect to thram or forderds gang, 
That has been gulity of ſo gryte a Wrang. 
Fauſe an' menſworn, will be the name yell 's get, 


| Sze think in time while ye may mend. it A* 


For gin ye let it to a hearing come, „ 
Ye'll find ye ve knet your web till a wrang thrum ; ; 
Force will compell you-to comply at Me 

dae look about you or the hint be paſt. 

Quo Lindy, fir, This is a fareleſs feaſt, 

To tak in earneſt, what ane ſpeaks in en 
But maiſtly, When we hae our life to lead. 

Then or ye ſpeak, ye ſud tak better heed, 

Replies the quite, but now the hint is ot 

Ore it yeed by ye ſud hae gript it faſt. 

Do ye not think that ye wf favour met, 

Whan ye by Bydby was at freedom ſet, | 
An' mind that love, which now ſhe claims as due, 
Was what inclin'd her firſt to pity you ; 

To mend your mail, an ſyn to ſet you tree, 

So as was her's, love ſud your motive be; 

For you ſhe did mair than cud a' your kin, 

Sae to draw back ye ſud na now begin; 

For weakneſs we the women uſe. to ſhame, 

But on ourſels yere like to turn the blame; 

Do juſtice, man, an' bring na ſick a ſtain 

On what has been the lawful brag of men ; 
Mind what this laſs has ſuffer'd now for you, 
Whan ye did her ſae treach' rouſſy forhow ; 

How ſhe is catcht for you frae wigg to wi, 


An' nae toripeakers has her claim to ca 
N | | 
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| Has run the riſk of 2 her friends down look. 
Whari for your ſake this ſtanding loup ſhe took ; 
An' ſhe herſel a ſtraping laſs to boot, 

I fairly how ye can hae face to do't ; 


A laſs, what I can fee, that well may fair, 


The beſt mail-payer's ſon, that c'er buir hair; 
Beſides I fee fhe's mettle to the teeth, 


An' looks na like to be put aff ſo eith ; 

Gin at her ye do fac repine an grumble, 
Her friends may come, an' raife you, wi a rumble 5 
By what I fear, their heavy hand ye ken, 


Nor need ye green to waken them again. 


Then Bydby glibly to the {quire reply'd, 

That is as true a tale, as e're ye ſaid; 

Gin they come here, as come they will I'm ſure, 
For twenty pound I wad na ſtand his ſtour; 
"Tis true I winna ſay, but I'll get blame, 
That like a knotleſs threed ſae came frae hame, 
But when they ſee how I am guided here, 
They winna byde to reckon lang I fear ; 

For, tho? I ſay't myſell, they're nae to keam 
Againſt the hair, afiedlert, nor at hame. 

An' for this laſs, that was your jo before, 


I reed, ſhe thinks ye hae ga'en o'er the ſcore ; | 


What ever ye may do afore her now, 

She eithly ſees, that ye are nae to trow ; | 
An' piece for you ſick kindneſs yet ſhe had, 
Afore anither, as wi' you to wed, 

How cud ſhe think that grace or thrift cud be, 
Wi' ane, that ſhe does ſae miſſworn ſee ; 

Fouk ay had beſt begin wi' dealing fair, 

Altho they ſud forgether nc'er ſo bare; 


For Nory's cauſe this ſidlings caſt he gae, 
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To brak her piece, an piece her Lindy frac : „ 
An' gain'd his point, for ſhe look't wond' rous dram, 
an' thought his ſhifting Bydby but a ſham ; 

This pleas d the ſquire, an' made him think that he,- 
At leaſt frae Lindy wad keep Nory fre, 
an for himſell to mak the plainer rode, 

Betweeſh them ſae by caſting of. a clod. 


Then Lindy lays, fir, this is unko hard, 
This gate we have nae chance againſt a ried. 
Gin ſhe but fay ſhe likes ane that's enough, 
As lang's they I ca' to gar us had the pleugh, ' 
But ſays the ſquire, gin ye wad tell a tale 
That wad bear weight, be ſure to tell it hail, 
Attour that Bydby tauld ſhe liked you, 0 
She's mair to ſay, an' that's that ye did vow ; 
If with a kaird the caſe were likewiſe ſo, 
An' ſhe inſiſt to hae you, wherefore no ? 
That backdoor is o er ſtrait to let you out, 
dac feſh nae mair for ſhifts to look about; 
For trae what I can either ſee or hear, 
About your caſe, ye're Bydby's well won gear. 
dae pay your de bt an mak nae mair about it, 
Hail claith looks ay far better than the clouted. 
A this claw'd Bydby's back an' made her fain, 
As by her blythſome looks ane well meith ken; 
The ſquire well ſaw't, an' unto Lindy YE. 3 + bas 
Sick cheery looks, a heart half dead might raiſe, 


Now Nory a? the while was playing prim 
As onie lamb, as modeſt an as mim; 
An' never a look wi Lindy did let fa', 
But chaw'd her cood, on what ſhe heard an' ſaw. 
Now Lindy dane is pk in a {w ider, 
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The wild Savilians put him in ſick dridder; ; 
An' he bout Nory now cud ſpy nae Iyth, 
An' Bydby only on him looked blyth. 
Then faid the ſquire, I wiſs we had a prieft, 


I'm thinking Lindy's a' this time in jeſt, 
We ſud dunt out the bottom o't ere lang, 
Nor Lindy mair be chargeable wi' wrang. 


Quo Lindy, fir, ſick knots are eaſy caſten, 

I'm yet but half refolv'd that gate to faſten, 
Well, half is ſomething, after comes the hail, | 
See Ralph an' Colen what ye can prevail, 

Tak lad an' laſs an' ſpeak amo yourlells, 

An' whan ye've done, come back again an telle. 


Sac aff they gangs, an' down together fit, 
Yon laird, quo Colen, has a deal o witt ; 


'The gentle fouks kens mickle mair nor we, 5 
An' we ſud tak the council that they gee. 


Sae Lindy put an end to a' this ſtrife, 


An' tak kind Bydby here to be your wife; 


»Tis hard to het what bleſlings for't may light, 
Tho' at the time they may be out o light ; 
Tmay be a mean to get our gueeds again, 
At leaſt, I m ſure to ſlight her, wad be nane ; 


By that we're certain to get ſturt an' ſkaith, 


But by the ither may get free o' baith. 


This ſquire may be, may with their maſters deal, 


Great fouks wi' ither eaſy can prevail. 


Quo Ralph, troth Colen, I think ye are right, 
It winna do awa' this laſs to flight, | 


An' truly Lindy, J maun this allow, 
The laſs is feer for feer, for hide an' hew; 


As lang's the iron's het ye ſharply hit, 


An' as we're circumſtanc'd we had it fit, ? * 


"nad fear ye loſs the heat afore ye witt. 
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Gin 3 anes has come, an' en nae at 2 cloſe, 1 
Betrer your feet, man, baith were in ae hoſe; 

Were a' the ſyte to light on you your lane, 

It were leſs ſkaith; twould be but loſs of ane ; 
But gin they anes brak looſe, they winna obey ; 
Gakeleſs, or guilty, man wife, cheel nor chare. 


Come, man, fays Colen, what needs a' this din, 
The laſs, but mair, may fair your chief o' kin, 
Begin the wark, an' geer a kindly kiſs, 

There $ nacthing but amends to heal a miſs. 
Indeed, quo he, that's what I well can ſpare, 

I's gee her ane, tho' ſhe ſud get nae mair. 

At this poor Bydby's heart came till her mou! * 
She met my lad, half gates an mair I trow, 

An' gar'd her lips on his gee fick a ſmack, 

That well outby ye wad ha heard the crack. 

An' then wi' ſick a blythſome blink ſhe took it, 
That Lindy, mair nor half was therewith hooked. 
Upon the laſs, his heart gan ſae to warm, 
That ane wad thought the kiſs had been a charm. 
Gin he look'd blyth, the laſſie looked mair, 

For ſhame was paſt the ſhedding o her hair. 

Ye cud na tell't except ye'd foun't your fell, 

How at this kindneſs Bydby's heart did knelt; 

To him ſhe ſays, well fell me, Lindy now, 

That e'er I got a taſting o* your mou', 

Nae henny beik, that ever I did pree, 

Did taſte ſo lweet or ſmervy unto me; 

The day is now my ain, lets gae an' tell, 

Yon gentle ſquire, that he's content himſell; 

Well mat he be, as well mat ye be ae: 

That's helped my dear Lindy's heart to fa'. 

For want, my Lindy hae ye now nae fear, 
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Tho ye be harry d. I hae fouth o' gear; 
An mair attour, mylſelt ſhall bear the blame, | 


Sin a' your gueeds come not yet dancing hame. 


Thus ſhe ſae wiſcly: did the gully guide, 
That Lindy fand he had ſma! room to ſlide. 
In this good mood, they a came in a breaſt, 
An' Bydby's looking s gin ſhe'd found a neſt. 


The ſquire cud ſoon the alteration ſpy, 


When they came a' ſo cheartully in by; | 
An fays I fee ye re a accorded now, 
Ye winna trow what good advice'll do. 


An' tho' poor Lindy look't but half an' half, 


Let Bydby anſwer'd wi' a blythſome gauff; 


Well fell me now, the day is a' my ain, 


There is nae pleaſure gotten here but pain. 


Then ſays the ſquire, good friends, now had you mery, 
We's hae a prieſt to end the dibberderry; 


Kiſs on an' daut, an uſe your freedom now, 


Nane now dare ſay tis ill done that ye * 
WY Colen I maun hae a quiet crack/ 
An' ye ſhall ſee a ſport when I come back. 


Then taks his Nory by the milk-white hand, 


That changing colours a' the time did ſtand ; 
Then bade he Colen bring his wife alang, 
An down they ſat a wee bit trac the nt. 


CANTO III. 


I HEN they were ſet, he unto Colen ſays, 
I've yet not tauld my errand to thir braes, 


Von threap I think is feckly at a cloſe, 


But I have ſomething better to propoſe : 
Poor Nory here is like to want her jo, 
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An' teeth an' nail I've wrought it ſud be ſo ; 
That ſhe ſud want, I think, great pity were, 
An ſhe fae ripe, ae ruddy plump an' fair. 

That ſhe has miſs'd this heat, I am not wae, 
Says Colen, ſhe may want for year an' day; 
'Twill tak this ſeven year I fear an' mae, 

Scrap where we like, ere ſhe be fit to ga. 
Then fays the ſquire, gin that be a“ your fear, 
She ſanna want a man for want of gear ; 

A thoufand pound a year, well burden free, 

I mak her ſure o', gin ſhe'll gang wr me; 

An' wi' the word a kindly ſmak her gae, 

Till Noty bluſhr, an' wiſt na what to ſay, 
Awa', Goo Colen, that'll never do, 

A cuintray littleane for the like o' yo 

'Tis nae teer for feer, ſac poor fouk dinna joa, 


Ye'll get your cekfull, an' ſhe'll get her luck. 


Colen, gin I for joaking had been ſet, 
I cud ha” pleas'd myfell anither gate, 


And never ſpeer'd your leave, when her I fand; 


In the wide forreſt full at my eren, 

But let her tell, gin onie wrang I gae 

Indeed quo Nory, that I dare na ſay. 

Sae Colen I'm in earneſt, piece that I 

Cud nolens volens carry aff my prey, 

fand ſo free, yet it's my choice to ſpeer, 
Yours and your wife's good will bout Nory here. 
A well an't like your honor, Colen fays 
Gin that's the gate, we need na mak gryte fraze; 
The credit's ours, an' we may bleſs the day, 

That ever keeſt her, i' your honor's way; 

But ye'll hae o' her, but a filly prize, 

An' foon be like to her an hers deſpiſe ; 
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A witleſs littleane bred to herd the eus, | 
Or whan they're fu to pu' a birn o cows ; 


That or ſick like's the maiſt that ſhe can do; 
An (ae 1 reed, ſhe'll no be fit for you. 


But come o her what likes, Vm twice content; 


That Lindy's to his bargain geen conſent ; 
*Twill ablins help to dem the tide of ire, 
That burns mong the Sevilians like a fire. 


For up they ll be upon a wond'rous ſteer, 


An' gueed's the hap, we hae your honor here; 
Gin ye'll but byde amon's a day or twa, 
To help's a hitch afore ye gang awa', 


T will calm them fair, ſick part-takers to ſee; 


Among ſo poor an' feckleſs fouk as we. 

A' that I grant, reply'd the wylie ſquire, 

An' I's be glad what help I can to ſhare ; 
Anes mak me ſure my Nory is my ain, 
An' ye nor I, fall hae nae further pain. 
Out, out, quo he, an ye be baith content, 
To gang together, ye's hae my conſent. 
An' well I wat quo Jean, an' ye's get mine, 


An' benyſons my poor conſent to line; 
An' tho' I lay't, ſhe's juſt as guced an aught; 
As wyſſe an fu' of ſeelfuneſs an ſaught, 
As onie ſhe, that ever yeed on bean, 


Gentle or ſemple, except I now will nane. 
"Tis true indeed ſhe's nae a maik for you, 


Peiec ſhe be well enough for hide an' hue; 


But maks na, 'tis a ane, ſyne ye re content 
I hope ye's never o your choice repent. 
Altho' her father there, fool ſenſleſs man, 
Says that the laſſie has na ſkill nor can, 
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He kens na better, an' is far miſta' en, N 
But nae lang {yne, ſhe made a keek her lane, 
An never got a leſſon but bare ane. 
She Il ſhape to onie caft your honor likes, 
Ger wedded fouks are ready to loup dikes, 
A well goodwife, that's true, Im o your mind, 
| wad hae gotten anew of my ain kind, 

An' courting me, as hard as they cud do, 
Tho' Lindy ſcares at laſſes, when they woe. 
But on my Nory here, my fancy s ſett, 

She's get the hap, that they expett to get. 
Now Nory, tell me, Nory, will ye hae 

A ſwinging laird, an let the ſhepherds gae ? 
Ye's be as happy as the day is lang, 

An' there about us too ſhall be a ſang; 

That ſhall be heard, as far as bony Jean, 
That anes was a' the burden o' the glen. 


Syn there content, to tum I do belang, 
She bluſhing (aid, that I wit you ſud gang, 
To ſay you nay, I think, I wad be wrang. 
For gryt's the kindneſs ye did kyth on me, 
When me ye did in the wild forreſt ſee, 
An kind the lady was of Bo N v- Ha 
Frae fum I came c er reckleſly awa' 

But fainneſs to be hame, that burnt my brealt 

Made me to tal the ettle when it keeſt; 

But yet 1 fear Ill ſtand you little ſtead, 

Either to waſh your fark, or mak your bed; 

Or ſickan warks as to a woman lie, 

An' yours | fear wad need a caſt forby. 

Syn ye're content its juſt enough to me. 

Were we anes hame, your wark fall eaſie be, 

The ſquire reply'd, an twin'd his willing arms 
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About her waiſt. an kiſt her lovely charms. 
Of your conſent ſays he, I'm mair nor fain, 
An b ade that I can ca' you my ain; 
Your bony cheeks that firſt I ſleeping faw, 
Juſt as ye lay quite aff my feet me ſta', 

Frae then till now I brook'd na peace nor reſt, 


Sae wrought your ſweet remembrance in my breaſt, 


Ha ve nac dread bout waſhing o my fark, 
Or making of my bed, or fick like wark, 
At hame afore you, yell find fouks anew, 
Ready to keep that burden aff o ou. 

To eat your meat, an that s be o' the beſt, _. 
An' wear your claiths frac bead to foot well dreſty 
Thro gardens.tine to walk an' apples pu”, 

Or henny pears to melt into your mou”, 

Or on the camawine to lay you down, 

Wi' roſes red an' white a' buſked round, 

Shall be che height o' what. ye'll hae to do, 
An' nane to quartel or find faut wy you. 

My couſin Betty whom ye ken an' ſaw, 

An' left fu' dowie, down at Bo N v- Ha, 

For coming aff; ſhall your companion be, 

An like twa liſters, ye will live an' gree; 

An' farther, leſt my Nory ſud think lang, 
Colen au' Jean wi” us maun allo gang; 

Ye's hae nae ought ro do, but tell your beads, 


Your meat an' claith ſall be bound to your heads. F 


Indeed quo Colen, ſyn my litlean's gaing, 
An' on Ke feet ſo happly has fa'en, 

I'm cen content it be as ye wad hac't, | 
Your honor winna miſs our bit an baid. 
Well honeſt Colen there's my hand to yours, 


There 8 be n nac word at hame, of yours an' ours Th 
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At hake an manger Jean an ye fall live, 
Of what ye like, wi power to tak an give. 
But that we loſs nae time, we'll call the prieſt, 
An' ſee what can be gotten for a feaſt. 
For I hae drink a fouth, an' o the beſt, 
As onie living needs to hae or taſte, 
go' Colen I hae yet upo' the town, 
A new bull d quoy, gairg three, a 8 brawn, 8 
A tyddie beaſt, an glettering like a ſlae, 
That by gueed hap eſcaped frae the tac ; 
Well will I think it wair d, at ſick a tide, ' 
Now when my dather i is your honor's bride, 
She's get the mell an' that fall be right now, 
As well's a quoy altho' ſhe were a cow. 
Fair fa' you, Colen, ye ſpeak like yourſell, 
She's be a well paid quoy, an' I had heal, 
Says the young ſquire ; ; meantime well tak a glaſs, 
An' drink a health to my ſweet ſhepherdeſs, ; 
Until the prieſt be come to gees the grace, 
An' ſyne we's birle 1 it bauld wi cheerfu face. 
Call in by Lindy an his Bydby here, 
That they may get a ſhare of our good cheer, 
But hear ye, firſt my Nory maun be dreſt, 
An' that l'ſure you maun be o' the beſt, 
Says Colen hearie haſte ye an rin o'er, 
Your brydal fark is yet unto the fore, 
It was na on I wat this ſeven year, 
An' well I wat it anes was clean an' clear, 
Put that upon her, an' what mair ye hae, 
Ve canna mak her brae enough the day. 
Quo Jean I ſhall do that intil a ſtound, 
An' hail an' feer beſides my brydal gown, 
A fall gang on, the laſſie 155 tak it it not 
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5 Gueed ſtuff it is an' looks as gin 'twere new; 
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Attour | hae a ribbon twa ell lang, 


As bread's my loof, an' nae a thrum o't wrang, Lind: 
Gin it hae monie marrows I'm beguil'd, Righ 
"Twas never out 0 fauld ſyn ſhe was ſwyl " hs The 
A' this ] hae, an' ſhe fall get it | I'm 
An' gin't twere on, ſhe'll een be brydal bra' 13 You! 
The ſquire reply'd ye've been a noble guide, Are 
But theſe are out o' feſſon for my bride, | MM Quo 
They'll fit you beſt, put ye them on yourſell, Th But 
Ye well deſerve for thrift to bear the bell. But 
My Nory ſhanna want, then gae a cry | An' 
Upon twa waiting maids, to come.in by ; 1 An' 
Then ſays to them, ye'll tak this angel 1. Tha 
An' dreſs wi' claithing for your miſtris meet, For 
My love, my bride, an' ſpare no pains nor care, Th: 
For chap an' choice of ſuits ye hae them there; We 
An' when ye do't, mind ye your miſtreſs dreſs, Noi 
Nor let your havins than to ſick be leſs. 1 
The maids obey, an Nory's taken in, (a. 
An' of her cuintray dreſs ſtript to the ſkin; Na 
Syn with ſweet waſhes wrought from tap to tac, But 
The haleſome ſmell ſpread out thro a' the brace ; Af. 
Then with clean ſervits dry'd her up an' down, If: 
An' then to dreſs her made them quickly bown, I By 
But o the bony things that they had there, He 
Of ſilks an' cls coſtly fine an' rare, Ti 
J canna name the half, but o' them they, Tl 
Buſk'd up a bony Nory there that day; r. 
So white an clean that when ſhe came again = BY 
Her mither Jean did haflins her miſken. Ai 
Now by the time that Nory comes in by, | Bu 
Like Venus from a ſcamper thro' the ky, T. 


f 
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Fleeing wi' ſilks, an' ruddy like the morn 
That caſts a glow upo' the yellow corn, 
Lindy an Bydby frac their quiet crack, 
Right well content, an' blythſome like came back. 
The ſquire obſerves them, an' lays come zwa, 
m glad you look fac free, an butt a' ga! 
Your ſcruples Lindy, by your face J find, 
Are at a cloſe, an anſwer'd to your mind. 
Quo Lindy, fir, indeed I canaa ſay, 
But I an' Bydby may together gae, 
But there is ae thing I'd hae dunted out, 
An' J nae mair fall ſay this threap about, 
An' that's that Nory own afore you a', 
That on my fide the bargain did na fa? ; 
For, for my coat, I wad na wils't 'twere faid, 
That L of jamphing laſſes made a trade. 
Well Lindy, I believe; reply'd the ſquire, 
Nory Il be frank to do you juſtice there; 
For what between you twa has ever been, 
(As I believe ye've been baith frank an' keen, ) 5 
Nane to the ither will caſt up I ween. 
But quite to mak you eaſy, try herſell, 
Afore this rout, and let her freely tell. 
If anes I ſaw her, 1 fad frankly ſpeer, 
By what I fee, 1 think ſhe is ra here, 
Her change o' drels {ae pat her out o' ken, 
That he miſken'd her now wi open eyn. 
Then Nory ſmiles, an' ſays I's no come o'er, 
Tweeſh you an me what happen'd has before, 
That's paſt an' gane, an' things ye ſee have ta'en, 
Anither caſt an' maun be latten alane ; 
But a' before here ſtanding I avow, 


That naething wrang I hae to 158 to you, 


An' fare as I do, an' what I can ſpare, 
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An' as a tacken, that I hae nae grudge, 
Ye's ay be welcome where I byde to lodge; 


I's eyer mak you welcome to a ſhare. 


Now Lindy, ſays the ſquire, you're eaſie now, Ie, 7 

My Nory ſays naething but gueed of you, 5 en 
An' what ſhe here has fhapen, 1 ſhall ſe xp: = 

Bring ilka year, as lang 's ye dow an live, _ While 
A lamb an' to your auld acquaintance give, - 
An' i' your loof © 81 s get as aft down tauld, An n 
The worth of a' that ſuck into your fauld. | 

What 
An' now the prieſt to join the paits is come, 

But firſt is welcom'd wi' a doze of rum; j PA 
An' now the hearts that chance together caſt, 

By wedlock's bands are linked hard an' faſt ; 
An' then the diſhes o' the demas green, Jean 
Are ranked down wi proper ſpace between; ; For 
While honeſt Jean brang forward in a rap, days 
Green horn cutties rattling in her la. An 
An' frac them wyl'd the leeketeſt was there, Awa 
An' thumb'd it round an' gae't unto the ſquire. Wh: 
'Then round the ring ſhe dealt them ane by ane, AS t 
Clean in her pearlin keek, an gown alane An 

The prieſt ſaid graze, an' a' the thrang fell too, Quo 
An' cad their cutties at the ſmervy bree. ; | Bo. 
Then on the beef of the new ſlaughter'd quoy, An 


Balth thumbs, an' knives an' teeth they did employ, Tha 


Sometimes the beer, ſometimes the wine yeed round, But 


For what the ſquire deſir d was ſnaply done, An' 
While all the knows wi' muſick ſweetly rang, I jc 
An' honeſt Colen knack'd his thumbs an' ſang. Cor 
When dinner” $ o'er, the dancing neiſt began, Qui 


An' throw an' thro they lap they lang they ran j An 
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The cuintray dances, an' the cuintray reels, 
Wi' ſtrecked arms yeed round an' nimble heels. 
The ſquire ordain'd nae rander to be kept, 
An' roos'd him always beſt that heigheſt leapt, 
Leſt Nory ſeeing dancing by a rule. 
Shou'd bluſh, as nevet having been at ſchool. 
While thus the gameſome mirth goes round, 
Colen's behading o' the green, 
An' mair nor pleis'd turns in a ſtound, 
An' couthily ſays unto Jean, 
What think ye 'oman o' this day, _ 
May we no think our pains well wair'd; 
An' that it is right blythſome play, 
When our young Nory's gotten a laird ? 


Jean fays, I thought ay good o' her wad come, 
For ſhe was with the formeſt up an' ſome. 

days Colen then, come heary gees a ſang, 

An' let's be hearty wi' the blythſome thrang. 
Awa' ſhe ſays, fool man, ye're growing fu', 
Wha ever's daft the day, it ſetts na you. 

As they're at this, the ſquire came dancing by, 
An' ſpeers what cracks their tongues did occupy, 
Quo Colen, fir, an't like your honor we, 

'Bout Norys happy luck were cracking free, 
An' I was bidding Jean e'en gees a fang, 
That we amo' the lave might mix our mang ; 
But ſhe but jamphs me, telling me I'm fu, 

An' gin t be ſae I's now be judge to you. 
join you, Colen, then the bridegroom ſays, 
Come honeſt Jean, gees FLAvIaNa's braes. 
Quo Jean, my ſteven, fir, is blunted ſair, 


An ſinging frae me frighted aff wi' care; 
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But gin ye! Il tak it as I now can gee' t, 


c re welcome till't an my ſweet bleſſing wi't. 
| Jean ſings the Braes of FLAVIANA "= 
To the Tune of the Laſs of Pattic's Mill, 


F all the lads that be 


An' that a thouſand ways, 


_ Beſt on the pipe he plays, 


4 
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Is merry blyth an' gay, 
An' Jeany fair he ſays, 
Has ſtow'n my heart away. 


Had I ten thouſand pounds, 
Id all to Jeany gee, 


I'd thole a thouſand wounds, 


To keep my ſeany free; 
For Jcany is to me 

Of all the maidens fair, 
My jo, and ay ſhall be, 


Wich her I'll only pair. 


Of roſes I will weave, 
For her a flow'ry crown, 
All other cares Ill leave, 


An' buſk her haffets round; 


II buy her a new gown, 
Wi {trips of red an' blew, 
An' never mair look brown, 
For Jeany'll ay be new. 


My Jeany made reply, 
Syn ye hae choſen me, 
Then all my wits Fl try, 


— — — 


ey 


On FLAVIANA's braes, 
An' Colen bears the gree, 


Il, 
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A loving wife to be, 
If I my Colen ſee, 
I'll lang for naething mair, 
Wi' him I do agree, 

In weal an' wae to ſhare. 


Now fir, ye hae our FLAvIana's braes, * 


An' well ye ſee our goſlip did me praiſe ; 


But we're forfairn, an' right fair alter'd now, 
Sick youngſome fangs are fareleſs frae my mou”, 
Hale be your heart the merry ſquire replies, 


Nae to the worſe is alter'd yet the guiſe, 


An hale toe, Colen be your heart butt you, 

This merry ſang we a' had wanted now. 

Then Colen faid, the carline made it nice, 

But well I kend ſhe cud it tightly dyce ; 

Afttimes unbidden, ſhe's lilted it to me, 

An o'er the fire has blinked i' my eye. 

To fill a glaſs the cheerfu' ſquire commands, | 

An' wi the honeſt ſeelfu' pair ſhakes hands. 

An' drank their healths, an' gar'd it gae about, 

An' O the beer was pithy brown an' ſtout ! 
As thus the dancing an' the mirth gaes on, 


Ane looks about an ſays, fee, firs, what's yon! 
A knott of men advancing at full dreel, | 


An' O the foremoſt looks a fearſome cheek! 


A look about, an' Lindy ſays ho ho, 
Yon's the Gaviliants, what ſhall we do now ? 


Then Colen ſays, alas, the tales o'er true, 
Our mirth will a' be turn'd to mourning now; 


"Tis now come till our hand what Bydby tauld, 


P 


An' yon's black Tom, that's gaing alane before, 
There'll be amons right now a dowie hour. 
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Well naething be afore yon bangſters bauld. 
The ſquire obſerves their fright, ſays never fear, 
We's meet them wi' as ſharp an' truſty gear; 
Come friends, wi courage, let us meet the crew, 
An' that there's men in FLaviaNa ſhew. 
Mean while till we prepare, he turns him till, 
The ſtout an ſtalvart laird of Aikenhill, 

Says, forward gae in a your armour ſheen, 
An' aſk yon highland kettrin what they mean ; 


Charge them to halt, nor move on foot bred more, 


Or they ſhall at their peril croſs the ſcore. 

The knight obeys, wy glancing ſword in hand, 
Wi' ſtately ſteps, an' brows ſhap'd to command ; 
His man behind him buir his maſſy targe, 

Well boſs'd wi' ſteel an' out o' meaſure large. 
When he was full within their hearing got, 
Wi' daring meen, frae aff a riſing mot, 

He cry'd to ſtop, an' crying ſtampt the ground, 
Until the hillock gae a trembling ſound. | 
The men, tho' bauld, yet at the fearſome 18 
An manly call, were ſome put in a fright; 

An' ſtopt a wee, ſyne up mair ſaftly came, 

The knight enquir'd what was their country's name? 
Savilia they reply d. What leck ye here, 


He fays, clad in ſick weed an' warlike gear? 


Our ſiſter, they reply'd, is ſtown away, 

An' by the FLaviaNIaNs made a prey; 

Her at all hazards we intend to claim, 

An' on the havers of her, fix the blame. 

An' now the {quire is ready to advance, 

An' in his hand takes up a glittring lance, 

An' bids the ſtouteſt of the truſty throng, T 
(1rd on their brands, an' briſkly come along, 


I, 


; 


* 


Nory at this is ſuddenly agaſt, 
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An' to her ſquire with both her hands grips falt; 
Crying, ye ſhanna, nay ye maunna gang, 
Yon kettrin ſure will work you deadly wrang ; 
For onie thing wi you I'll never part, 

For fear's already like to break my heart. 

Fear na, my Nory, fear na, ſaid the {quire, 

At ſight of us yon kettrin will retire. 

Retire or no, ſays Nory, if you'll go; 

But onie further ſpeaking, I'll do fo. 

Then come along, the ſmiling ſquire reply'd, 
We'll look the better that we hae our bride ; 
Ye want not arrows, that can wound an' kill, 
Ye know ye ſhot me, ſleeping i' the hill; 

Your glancing eyn will mak their heads to reel, 
An' melt their arrows, tho' of beaten ſteel. 

Sae hand in hand, the {quire an' ſhe ſet our, 
Attended by a brave an' gallant rout. 

The ſquire comes up, an' ſays to Aiken-hill, 
Have theſe intruders bauld obey'd your will! 


So far, he ſays, that they have ſtopt their courts, . 


But ſay from here ſprings o their rage the ſource, 


The ſquire ſteps forward and enquires the cauſe, 


They thus ſae bauldly brak the ſtanding laws, 
By breaking in upo' their neighbours bounds, 
Like baited bears, or like blood thriſty hounds, 
Did they imagine FLAVIANA's braces 

Had no protectors frae their bloody faes ? 

He'd let them ſee, they widely were miſta'en, 
An' ſud be met with as hard match again; : 
Tho' they of late unquarrell'd wan awa, ; 
When they theſe honeſt peoples gueeds did ca', 
That they ſud ng the 12 was alter d now, 
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An' reaſen have this reckleſs race to rue. 
Then the Savilians made this bauld reply, 


We never thought it wrang to ca a prey, 


Our auld forbears practis'd it a' their days, 

An' neer the worſe for that did ſett thelr claiſe, 
But we ne'er heard, that e er they ſteal'd a cow, 
Sick neſty tricks they wad hae ſcorn d to do; * 
But tooming faulds or ca'ing of a glen, 

Was ever deem'd the deed of protty men; 

So we for that need not caſt down our brow, 


But is a thing that we may well avow. 


The {quire conſider'd 'twas na beſt to fight, 

Wi' men bout things that they accounted right, 
But trys wi' reaſon to reduce their wills, 

An' ſhow the wrang of what they judg'd not ills ; ; 
An' thus began, your auld forbears, ye lay, | 
Taught you to toom a fauld, an' drive a prey, 


They thought it was a doughty deed, and ye 


To do the like right well intitl'd be; 

But tell me this, how would you like the caſe, 
If on yeurſells ſhoud others turn the chaſe? 
Say they, we know no reaſon but they might, 
The ſtrongeſt ſide has ay the ſtrongeſt right; 
If we our ſide unable are to guard, 

Let them the booty have for their reward. 
The ſquire reply'd, my lads ye judge amiſs, 
For of the weak the law protector is. 

It may be, faid the kettrin, but if true, 

We have like reaſon to complain of you, 
Ye've ſtollen a laſs, an' frac us forc'd awa, 
An' ere we want her we ſhall pluck a craw. 
O then reply'd the ſquire, is that the caſe, 


Come forward and ye ſoon ſhall * redreſs ; 


— 


I 
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The laſs is ſafe, an' ſound, an' marry'd leal, 


An' free to tell that her we did na ſteal ; 


Stark love and kindneſs made her to come here, 
When we to have her were not quite fo clear, 

But we've inclin'd the lad that wan her heart, 

To gee himſell to cure her langing ſmart. . 

If that's the caſe, ſay they, our mind's at reſt, 

We wiſs they o't may hae a merry feaſt. 

A merry feaſt, he lays, they hae, an' ye, 

Come forward, an' the truth thereof fall ſee. 

An' now the fead | is ſoftn'd, an alang 

They march, an' mix themſelves amo the thrang, 
The face o things i is alter'd in a ſnap, 

An' as they came, they ſang, they danc'd, they lap, 
Colen an' Lindy now that fear'd the worlt, 
This ehange obſerving, come amo' the firſt, 
Wi' Bydby hadding Lindy by the hand, 

To welcome the Savilians to their land. 

An' merry was their meeting o' the green, 
An' O the ſhaking! hands that there was ſeen! 
All forward now in merry mood they went, 


An' a' the day in mirth and ranting ſpent; 


Well were they pleas'd wi' Lindy when they ſaw, 
Wi' him the yoke, how Bydby loo'd to draw. 
When they had eat an' drunk unto the full, 
Then ſays the ſquire, my lads it is my will, 

As by this marriage ye are linked here, 

That ye reſtore this honeſt peoples gear, 

An' live like friends, and each ſtand by the was | 
As cloſe as ye wad do to any brother; 

Give o'er your herſhips, and improve your lands, 
Nor more a ſtrolling go with reefing bands ; 

So ſhall ve hence be held in good eſteem, 


An' your loſt reputation much redeem, 
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Then the Savilians gae this ſaft reply, 
Your juſt requeſt we canna well deny, 
Syn Lindy has wi Bydby chapped — OY 
They's hae their gear again at your command; 
Chap out as monie yonker” s frac your glen, 
As ilka horn an' hoove o' yours may ken, 
An' we fall them a redy tacken gee, * 
That fall frae us let a' their gueeds gae free. 
Accordingly the lads are weal'd an' ſent, 
Their tacken ſhown, which butt a hoſt was kent; 
An' a' the beaſts in courſe of time came hame, 
An' ilka cow was welcom'd by her dame. 
Then a' the afternoon they danc d an' drank, 
An' were wi ither hearty free an' frank. 


At night the wedded pairs, on beds of hay, 


Confirm'd the publick conſent o' the day 
Now when the morn was gilt with 1 beams, 


An reek in ſtreaming towrs frae lumb- heads leams; 


The ſquire an' all his ſightly friends ate ſeen 


In good array upo the dewy green; 


An ſtraight wi' the Savilians ſealed a band, 
In aftertimes unchangeably to ſtand; 
To witt. That they with FLAviaNa's braes 


Shou'd ever mair hae common friends an' faes ; 


Attour the ſquire to Lindy does bequeath, 


To brock all Colens gear till his laſt breath; 


An' to his bairns after him, as now 


Colen with theſe wou'd hae nae mair to do, 

As be an' Jean wi him were now tO gang, 
For a' their life time, be it ne'er fo lang. 
To the Savilians here we bid adieu. 5 
An' leave them feaſting with their allies new. 
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An' now the ſquire his hameward courſe intends, | 
An' aff a meſſage to auld mammy ſends ; 
Anither forward unto Bony-Ha', 

To tell that there things be red up an' bra 
Upon a milk white ſteed is Nory ſer, 

By livery men. attended in great ſtate ; 

Sae girt ſhe was in flrong and gallant graith, 
As ſhe cud neither fa' nor meet wi' ſkaith ; 

An' then fac bra', that ſhe herſell miſknew, 
Sac 1 the wind hes ſilks, an' ſcarlets flew. 

Ane led her reins, wi' ſiller knaps fu' clear, 
On ilka fide twa yeed by her right near; 

The ſquire himſell upon a ſilver gray, 

Rade cloſe afore her, to direct the way. 

Behind her, and on ilka ſide his friends, 

On ſtately ſteeds-moſt carefully attends. 

Colen was mounted i in a gentle ſuit, 

Wi' hatt an' wig, an' riding gear compleat ; 

An' Jean wi'. orange ſilk is a' clad o'er, 

Wi mantle blue an' filler claſps afore ; 

An' baith were mounted on a ſturdy brown, 
An footmen order'd them to wait upon. 

Then on they ſcour an' by the day was hy, 
They reach'd the glens where mammy kept the ky : 
An on the green they light before the ſheal, 
An' mammy comes, an' welcomes them all hail ! 
Well lucky, ſays he, hae ye try'd your hand 
Upo' your milk as I gae you command? _ 
An't like your honor, quo? the, that I hae, 
An' in a glent, my cheeld ye's find i it ſae; 
Gang i in an' ſeat you o' the ſunks a' round, 
oy ye's be fair'd wi plenty 1 in a ſtound. 

Sae down they fat, an' by himſell the * 
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To ſet his Nory, took a ſpecial care. 
An' fan they're ſet, auld lucky eyes them a'; 


An ſick a rout, ſays, here I never ſaw, 
Well mat ye a' be, an' well gae ye hame, 
But I afore you a' maun tell a dream, 


J had laſt night, whan I lay here my lane, 
That yet alive 1 had ſeen bony Jean. 


Then ſays the ſquire, pray lucky wha was ſhe; 


Wi' whom in ſleep ye bight ſae buſie be? 


A friend o' yours ſhe ſays, but yer I fear, 
That ye o her cud ſcarcely ever hear; 


E're ye was born, her fate was paſt an' pane; 
An' ſhe almaiſt forgot by ilka ane. 


An' that ſweet face by you I'd fay, were ſhe; 
| Were't no, ſhe now cud not ſae young like be: 


An' yet tis fair born o' me, that ſhe may, 
Frae what I dream'd in midlert be the day. 
Tell on your tale reply'd the ſquire, for I 
To hear it out am in perplexity. 


Then faid ſhe, frae this back near thirty year, 


Which is as yeſterday to mie as clear, 
Frae your ain uncles gate was nipt awe, 


That bony bairn 'twas thought by Junky Fa, 
That famous gypſce, that ſtead monie ane, 


An' o' her ſince was notice never nane ; 
I at that time her wordy father ſaird, 
An' monie a tear the matter coſt the laird ; 


Great ſearch for her was made, baith far an' neat, 


But tint nor tryal never cud appear. 

To this auld Colen glegly gan to hark, 
Wha” with his Jane lat butwards i” the mark ; 
An' ſays, goodwife I reed your tale is true. 
An' Ine er kent my wife s extract till now; 


Il 
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Tis ſhe had ſae been ſtown, by Junky = . 
An' I can tell ou, how ſhe wan awa . 
My father, an' ſome neipers ſpy d the rout, 5 
Of gypſies ſtrolling, as they're eagly out, 
They dreaded fair, they meith ca' aff ſome prey: 
An' gae them chaſe, about the brak of day; 
The bony bairn they i the hurry tint, 
Our fouks came up, an fand her in a glent ; 
Bout fix or ſeven ſhe looked then to be, 
Her face was ſmear d wi ſome din colour'd ny 
They fuiſh her hanie; an an auld man ca'd Dick, 
A wealthy herd that kent the gyplics trick, 
Of ſtealing bairns an ſmearing o their ſkin, 
That had na bairns himſell, firſt took her in; 
Weeſli aff the gree, an then her bony face, 
Tauld ſhe boot be come of ſome gentle race; | 
An' Dick thought riow that he bad found a „ | 
Wha never brak his ſhins upo the cradle. 0 
Syn meat he gae, the beſt he cid command, il | 
An' ſays ye hae. your deddie by the hand; | | 1 
How cz they you, my bairn gin ye but ken l - il 
She anſwer maks, an? lays, they ea me Jean. _—_— 
Some ither queſtions mair he ſpe-rd, but us 1 
Cud o' herſell nae proper cuttance gee ; | 1 
He only trac ſone hints cud eathly learn, _—_ 
That butt a“ doubt ſhe was ſome gentle baitn, 
Gin he was fain, far fainer was his wife. 
„An' 'tweeſh them ſhe liv d a contented life z 
' WA little time made her her chance forget, 
Quite pleas d in being dedd an minnies „ — 
Juſt as their ain, ſhe's faſnen up, an ta en To - 
a | 
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For Dicks ae dather, now by.ilka ane | 
An' * 5 was that * cen. thought 1 it ſae, 4-1 It 
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An' a' his wealth at laſt unto her gae. 
| Whan ſhe an' I forgether'd, l myſell - | 

| Kend nought of 2” this ſtrange, but cuthie tale # 
Dick an my father's now baith at their reſt, 
Dick's wife alane the verity kent beſt, 

An' tauld it me, an then I ſpeerd at Jean, 

She ſaid about it ſhe did little ken; 
Something of ſtairs an' beds ran in her mind, 
Than theſe at hame, of 2 quite other kind? 

Yet à but like a dream, an' when at laſt 
She's half perſwaded of her antercaſt, 

She ſaid, what ſignifies't, we'll never ken 
Ourſells the richer either butt or bens 

Upon our ſide we need na ly an' lippen 

To what to us may frac our gentrie happen. 

An' ſae thought I, but yet was ſomething vair 
'That fick an aught I now cud ca my ain ; 

An vain may I be now when a that's paſt 

By unko twines, has fa'en fac well at laſt. 

Then ſays to Jean, come out afore the gawd, 
An' lat E lee gin ye be what ye' re ca'd, 

I fall ſhe ſays, an comes ben to the light, __. 
Auld mammy looks, an ſays, I'm right, I'm right! 
My dream is read, an' this f is bony Jean, 

Her lady mither o'er an' o'er again, 

In face an feature, an' muckle about her eild, 
When ſhe to ruthleſs dead was forc'd. to yield. 
Bad was your luck we thought when ye was ſtollen, 
But it wad look ye o' your feet had fallen; 
When your goodman himſell, an' alſo ye 

Do look fac like the thing that ye ſud be. 

Then Jean reply'd, I ſud be right content 

For the kind cavel that t to me was lent, 
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But its nae lang ſince I hae been fac bra, E 

What 1 hae maiſtly had hail claiſe was a'; 

Gueed luck an' mair na gueed, I now may cat, 5 
An' thankfu ſud I be, gin I cud ſhaw tt. 


 Ye're welcome mother, fac I call you now, 
Well wair'd | think a' that I geen to you, 
An' wad hae thought it due, now when I ken, 
Replies the ſquire, that ye are juſt my ain. 
Then he to mammy ſays do ye na mind, 
— to ſome travelling laſſes ye was kind! 
_= ane 0*.them ye roos'd ſae wond'rous fair, 

ſonnets made upon her face ſo fair ; 
Think ye that ye that bony face wad ken, 
In caſe that ye ſud chance to ſee t again? 
Her looks, quo ſhe, ſae gar d my heart ſtrings bear, 
1 reed 'twas they that me a dreaming ſet; —_ 
An' 1 almaiſt wad ſwear that ſame were ſhe, 
That blinks beſide you wi? her bony eye; 
Cept that ſhe's braer far, but what ken I, 
But ſhe has chang'd her claiſe ſyn ſhe yeed by. 
Yere right goodwife, ſays Nory, chang'd indeed, 
Syn [ yeed by, is baith my mind an' weed. 
I'm i' your debt for your gueed cruds and ream, | 
An ere lang days, I hope to pay you hame ; 
| Your dream indeed has made me mair nor fain, 
Now what I am, when I begin to ken. | 
My beniſons upo your bony face, 
Auld lucky ſays, I wiſs you muckle grace; 
That ye are bony Jean's I'm certain now, 
An look as ſpitted juſt out at her mou. 
Then ſays the ſquire to lucky, do ye mind, 
That what to do, you wiſh't I were inclin d: 
That was to take a 2 ere I came hame, 

| 6 
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I've done your will, an' ta en this charming Une; 


An' my ain fleſh an blood, now proves to be; 4 


It ſhe her luck may prize I alſo may 
An' eyery ſcene in due time come to light: 


Her comely face, that look d aboon her lat, 
All home they mount, an led a blythiome life, 


Or ſhould'ſt upon review be apt to ſay, 


As loye's à nat Tal paſſion of the mind, 
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This bony laſſie that now fits by me, ©; 


Lang may you dream, for 1 am twice ans 2A 
That ane yet hves the verity that kent. p 
An! has ſo ſcaſonably letten me ken, . N 
That d hae match d, an that amo my ain ; 9 
But this Lil ſay, tho' the had been nac mair 
But juſt my ain ſweet country laſſie there, F 
I never wad my happy choice repent, £5} 61 te 
Tho' as ſhe's what the is I'm as content. 


I hope prize mine unto my dying day. 
Thus has this ſtrange adventure ended right, 


Jean from her lot obſcure is now ren d. 
An' honor due on Nory is deriv'd ,; 


A chance becoming her deſcent has got. 


Happy as yet were ever man an' wife; | 
A blooming offspring trac this marriage ſprang, 
That Honour d virtue, an' diſcourag'd wg: | 


CONCLUSION. 


OW Reader, leſt thou think hoe: all FO 
Thou on the reading of this tale haſt wa 


J 


I'd thrown my paper pains and time away; 
Be pleas d to ſee couch'd in this harmleſs tale, 
. uſctul leſſons try d in reaſon's ſcale. 


ent, 
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To which all ranks are more or Ids inclit' d. 


Cure has been taken while we paint it here, 


That nothing baſe nor vicious ſhould appear; 
But what is chaſte and virtuous all the while, 
And only meets thee with a cheery ſmile. 


dee alſo the plain paſt'ral life deſegb d, 


Before it had oppreſſive views imbib'd, 


And judge how {weet and harmleſs were the 4% Ne 
When men were a@ed by ſuch f. rings as me” Del 


See alſo the reverſe of this fair plan, 
After oppreſſive meaſures firſt began; 


And from che havoe that this matter een 
Be taught to hate it en in very thoupht. 95 


It any arts thou findſt are here practis d, 
To gain ſome ends unlawfully devi d, 
Be not ſurpris d, but turn thy views within; : 


And let him firſt throw ſtones that wants the ſin. 


Tis not for practice tho too much the way, 


That its allow'd a place in our eflay ; 


But rather to evince, when we pretend 

To gain by flight, that we ſhall loſe our end. 
Nought in a word, is here at all deſignd 

To miſconduct, or to debauch the mind; 
But to amuſe it when too earneſt bent, | 
Or recreate a ſpirit over ſpent ; ; 

To help to We $ a loncſome winters night, 
But faving room for graver ſubjects right. 


No line is for the critic here deſign'd, 


To find him work or pleaſe his captious mind ; 
For me he all his pains and time ſhall waſte, 
As careleis in the leaſt to pleaſe his taſte. 


Enough my brains I have already beat, 


And judge it time to ſound my loud retreat. 


The End 
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An' ſhe wad gae try the ſpinning . 
She bed her down, an her rock took a WR 
An' that was a bad beginning ot. SI 
She fat an' ſhe grat, an ſhe flet an ſhe flang, 
An' ſhe threw an' ſhe blew, an ſhe wrigl'd an' wrang, 
An ſhe choaked an boaked, an' cry d *. to man 
Alas for the dreary ſpinning ot. 


I've wanted a fark for theſe eight years an ten, 


An' this was to be the beginning o't, 

But I vow 1 ſhall want it for as lang again, 

Or ever I try the ſpinning ot; ne 
For never fince ever they ca'd me as they ca me, 


Did ſick a miſhap an miſanter befa me, 


But ye ſhall hae Jeave baith to hang me an draw me, 
The neiſt time I try the ſpinning ot. 


1 hae keeped my houſe for theſe threeſcore o' years 
An' ay I kept free o' the ſpinning ot, 
But how I was ſarked foul fa* them that ſpeers, 


For it minds me upo' the beginning o't. 

But our women are now a days grown fac bra', 
That ilka an maun hae a fark an' ſome hae * 
The warlds were better when ne'er an awa', 
Had a rag but ane at the beginning o't. 


Foul fa her that ever advis'd me to ſpin, 

That had been fo lang a beginning o't, 

I might well have ended as I did begin, 
Nor hays got ſick a ſkair with the ſpinning ot, 
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But Fi Uta, ſhe's a vi wife that kens ker ain weerd,. 
I thought om a day, it ſhould never be ſpeer d 4 


How loot ye the low take your rock by the NG 
When ye yecd to try the ſpinning o't : 


The ſpinning, the ſpinning i it gars my heart foby © 
When I think upo the beginning o'r, 
I thought ere 1 died to have anes made a web, 
But nil I had weers © the ſpinning o't. 
9 7 But had I nine dathers, as I hae but three, 
ang, The lafeſt and ſoundeſt advice I cud ge, 
* Is that they frae ſpinning wad keep their hapds free, 
7 For fear of a bad beginning ot. 


Yet in ſpite of my counſel if they will needs run 
The drearyſome riſk of the ſpinning o't, 
Let them ſeek out a lythe i in the heat of the ſun, 
And there venture o' the beginning ot: 
But to do as I did, alas, and awow, 

: To buſk up a och at the check of the low, 

me, Says, that I had but little wit in my pow, 

; And as little ado with the ſpinning ot. 


s | But yet after a“, there is ac thing that grieves 

8 My heart to think o the beginng o't, 
Had I won the length but of ae pair o fleeves, | 
Then there had been word, o the ſpinning ot, 
This I wad ha' wafhen an' bleech'd like the ſnaw, 
And o' my twa gardies like moggans wad draw, 
An' then fouk wad fay, that auld Girzy was bra, 
An' a' was upon her ain ſpinning Ot. 


But gin I wad ſheg about till a new c 
I ſhould yet hae a bout of the 3 | 
A mutchkin of linſeed I'd ? the yerd 15 's 


For a'. the wan chanſie beginning ot. 
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This morning juſt at the beginring off, 


IIa Maggie's can an her cantraps defy; | 


An' never a dud fark had I yet gryt or ſma', - 
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II gar my ain Tammic gae FOR. to the bw, 
An cut me-a rock of a widderſhines grow, 
Of good rantry- tree for to carrie my tow, 
An' a ſpindle of the fame for the twiving o't. 


For now when I mind me, I met Maggy Grim 


She was never ca d chancy but canny an' flim, 
An' fac i it has fair'd of my ſpinning o't, | 
But an my new rock wefe anes cutted an dry 


An' but onie ſuſſie the ſpinning 1' For try, 
An' ye's a hear & the beginning ot. 


Quo Tibby her dather, tak tent fat ye ſay, 
The never a ragg we'll be ſeeking o't, ? 
Gin ye ants begin, ye Il tarveal's night an' days 
Sac it's vain ony mair to be ſpeaking Ot. 

Since lambas I'm now gaing thirty an' twa, 


An' what war am I, l'm as warm an' as bra“; WE 28 
As thrummy tail d Meg that's a ſpinner ttt. 


To labour the lint- land an' then buy the . 3815 
An' then to yoke me to the harrowing o't, | + 
An' ſyn loll amon't an' pike: out ilka weed, 

Like (wine in a ſty at the farrowing ot. 

Syn powing and ripling an ſtec ping, an then 
To gar's gae an ſpread it upo the cauld plain, 
An' then after a may be labour in van, 
When the wind and the weet gets the fuſion ot 


But tho' it ſhou'd anter the weather to byde, 
Wi bectles we're ſet to the drubbing ot, 
An' then frac our fingers to gnidge iff the hide, 
With the weariſome wark O' the rubbing ot. 
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An ſyn itka tait maun be heck] d out 55 | 
he lint putten ae gate, -anither the tow, e,. 
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| my tak our advice ee our ain tee N 0 . 


That ſhe 7 when ſhe try'd the beginning WE. 
But they! 

An' ſae ſhe has kythed it, but there's nae need 
To ſickan an amſhack that we drive our head, 2 Wh, 


As langs were, fac ſkair' d frac the ſpinning. . 


Quo Nanny the. youngeſt, ve now heard you a 
An' dowie's your doom o' the ſpinning ot, 
Gin ye: fan the cow flings, the cog caſt aw, 
Ye may fee where yell lick up your ds ot. 
But I fee tflat but {pinning I'll never be bra, 
But gae by the name of a dilp or 2 da, 1 
dae lack Where ye like 1 ſhall ines ſhak a fa, "BE 
Afore I be dung with the ſpinning ot, | 


For well 1 can mind me wen black Willie Bell, 
Had Tibbie there joſt at the winning ot, 
What blew up the'barzain, ſhe kens well herſell, * 
Was the want of rhe knack. of the ſpinning ot. 
An now, poor 'oman' for ought that l ken, 3 
She never may get ſick an offer again, 


920 #, ; 


But pine away bit an bit like Jenkin's hen, £ 1 = 


An' naething to wyte but the ſpinning. O't. 


But were it for nacthing, but juſt this zlane, 
I ſhall yet hae a bout o the ſpinning o't. 


They may caſt me for ca ing me black at the bean, 
N | 
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fay that auld fouk are twice baitns iadech 
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A pair of gray hoggers well clinked benew, 
Ol nae other lit but the hue of the ew, 


And pow what we can at the ſpinning o't. 
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But nae cauſe I, ſhun'd the beginning _ 
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But be that as it happens 1 care not 2 ſtrac, RN ; 


But nane of the lads ſhall hae it to fa, ) 
When they come till woo, ſhe kens nacthing avac, 
Nor has onie can o' the ſpinning Ot. 


In the days they cad yore, gin auld fouks had but Mon: 


To a ſurkoat hough ſide for the winning o't, 
Of coat raips well cut by the caſt o' their bun, 
They 1 never ſought mair o' the. ſpinning OT. 
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With a pair of rough rullions to ſcuff thro” the dew, 
Was the fee they ſought at the beginning ot. 1 


But we maun hae linen, an' that maun hae we, 
An how get we that but the ſpinning ot, 
How can we hae face for to ſeck a gryt fee, 
Except we can help at the winning ot. 
An' we maun hae pearlins an mabbies an cocks, 
An ſome other thing that the ladies ca be 
An' how get we that gin we tak na our rocks, 
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"Tis needleſs for us for to tak our remarks, 3. 
Frae our mithers miſcooking the ſpinning o't, 
She never kend ought o' the gueed of the farks, . 
Frae this aback to the beginning ot. 

'T'wa, three ell of plaiden, was a” that was ſought, 


By our auld warld bodies, an' that boot be bought, ; 


For in ilka town ſickan things was na wrought,. 
So little they r o' the ſpinning St. 
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7. 15 thou go . Marry Ker. 


| To = Tune of Mullachard's Rat 
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Ya Twere a pity, you fo pretty, 
Should not do the thing you can. 
You're a pretty charming creature, 


IL T thou go and marry. Ketiy, 


„ 
* * 
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Beautie's of a fading nature 
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von, Wherefore ſhould you ly alone, Fi Nee 


Has a ſeaſon to be gone. 


Therefore while ye re blooming ker. 
Liſten to the loving ſwain, 

Take example by fair Betty, 

Once the darling o' the men; 

Who with her coy and haughty abu 
Kept them off, till ſne grew old, 

Now ſhe's hiſs d by every creature, 

Let not this of you be told, 


And yet my dear and loyely wg | 
I hae this one thing to tell, 

I wad wiſh no man to get ye, 

Save it were my very ſell. 

Therefore take me at my . 

Or behad an' I'll tak you, 

He's worth no miſtris that would. ſcoff her; 
Marry Ket, an' then we'll woo, 


Many words are uſeleſs, Kelty, 
You do want and ſo do I, 
Sure you want that one ſhould get 50 
And this want I can ſuppljyxr.. 
Say then Ketty ſo you take me, 
As yon only chang of. men, 
| R 2 


** 


Could'ſt thou, think'ſt thou take A man? 2 5 | 7, I 
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Never after to forſake me, ; 
And the prieſt will lay amen. 


An' chen, an' then, an then O Ketty, 
Then we're marri d, what comes NY . 
Then no other man will get Ye, 
AE yell be my very ain. 

hen we'll kif and clap at. . 
Nor take notice of envy, _ 
Once I've got my lovely treaſure, 


q Let the world gaze and die. 
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70 the Begging * we will e. | 


F a! the trades that ever was, 
The begging is the belt, 
When I am tyr d begging, 
I will ly down and reſt, | 
To the begging we will go, 3 go, will % 
To the begging we well 80. 


An' firſt I'll have a meal-pock, 
Oft good aum'd leather made, 
To had at leaſt a firlot. 
An' room for beef and bread. | 
To the begging oY Ie 

II next unto the A 

An' cauſe him turn a diſh, 
To had at leaſt three n c 

For leſs I wad na wiſh. - 
To the begging, &c. 


I'll then unto the cobler, # 10 F K f 
An' caulc him ſole my moon, 
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To the Batter we will 6. 


An' inch thick i the boddom, A 0 
An' clouted well aboon. 


To the begging, 


Tl carry to the taylor, 
A web of hoding gray. 
That he may mak a clock of % 
To hap me night and day. 
To the begging, &c. 


Then I'll unto ſome greaſy cor, 
An' buy frac him a hat, 
That is baith ſtiff and weather prob 1 
An' glitt'ring o'er wi fatt. _ 
To the begging, &c. _ 


Then with a pike· ſtaff i” my hand, 
To cloſe my begging ſtock, 
III go unto ſome lucky wife, 
To hanſel my new pock. 
To the begging, &c. 


But yet ere I begin my trade, 
TI let my beard grow ſtrang, 
Nor pair my nails for year and day, 
For beggars uſe them lang. 

To the begging, &c. = # 


I'll put no water o' my hands, 

As little o my face, 

For ſtill the 1 like I am, 

The more my trade, I'll grace, 
To the begging Kc. 


When I the men at work eſpie, 
I'll hirple to the houſe, 
If nane be in but the goodwife, 
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Then lucky happily will ſay, 


Then well I wat goodwife, I'll fay, | 


2 x36 To the A we will 90 1 : | 


Then TI crack wondrous crouſe, TY 


To the begging &c. - + 8 Ai di dg 


TI ſeek frac her my lodging, - 
Tho' it be far frae night, © © 
Then to let me be trudging, 1 
She'll fair me right an tight, 8 
To the begging &. 


At ilka houſe III play the lame, | vin 8 1 


Till it be growing mark 
And the goodman be ſitten down, 
And come in frae his wark. 
To the begging &c. 


Then ſaftly Jeaning o'er my aff, 
I'll fay wi' hat in hand, 
Will 707 poor man get lodging here, 
Alas! I dow na ſtand. 
To the begging ec. 


Poor man we hae na room, 
Ere a' our fouks be ſet about, 
We wad na had your thumb. 
To the begging & 


Fs no ſeek near the fire, 
Let me but reſt my weary banes, | 
Behind backs at the ſpire. ; 


To the begging Kc. oli 157 > Ui at 


Tl ſeek but bree out of the pot, | 
Frae mang your boiling kail, * 9613 ON 


To be my ſupper broſe, for I, 15 301 1 any 


My ſell hae cap an' meal. TY 23 0% Squid TI 
To the begging Sec. 0 % all 2d f od ons 


1 


To The Begging we will go. "7 al 
Hout I, poor man come ben your Wa, „„ 
The goſſip ſyn will ſay, i £1.00 
| We'll ca' a wedge to make "= room, 
Tas been a cauldriff day. 
To the begging &c. 


When at the fire I'm ſet a wee, 
Then I'll begin and ſing EB nn | 
An' do my beſt to make them eu, e 
All round about the ring. „ Rs 
To the begging &c 


Ill pick up a' the merry tales, 
That I hear any where, 

An' all the news of town and land, 3 
And O I'll tell them clare. 


To the begging, &c. 


When the goodwife begins to riſe, YO. N 8 = 
And ready make the kail, | TY 7 
Then I'll bang out my beggar diſh, Es - IR 

An' ſtap it fou o' meal. © | 


To the begging &c. 3 5 | eG 1 
Then may be the goodwife will fay, | 5 ye 


Poor man let be your meal, 2 . | 

Ye're welcome to your broſe the night, 5 

And to your bread an' kail. 
To the begging &Ke. 


And then Iwill be ſure to pray, 
To had them a' their heal, 
And wiſh that never they nor theirs, . 
Want either milk or meal. 3 5 | 
To the begging, &: | „ . 
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But n beter mind when | the 9 
Goodman to labour cries, „ 
The thivel on the pottage pan, . 


Shall ſtrick my hour to riſe. 
To the begging, &c. | 2 . 1 


And when I'm turſing at my pocke, 
If the good wife ſhall fay, 5 
Stay ſtill an get your morning wie 
What mak's your haſte away. 
To the begging, &c. 


O then what bony words I'll gee, BE 
And rooſe her out of wit. 
And pray, as lang as I do gang, 
That ſtill ſhe there may fir. 


„ IEEE oi on” 


When I of any weddings hear, 


I'll. caſt me to be there, | | 
And pray my hearty. beniſon, : 
Unto the winſome pair. : 
To the begging, &c. 

Then with my cap into my hand, 5 
My hat into the other, . 1 
Wherever fouk are drinking bavld, 3 1 

Then I'll come bobbing tt iber. 5 1 
lo the begging, &. 8 EY 
Then ] will to the minſtrel ſay, . 


For they are never ſcant, 
Wi' leave o' the good company, 
Play me the beggir's rant. 185 | 5 
Do the begging . Wa 


Then will 1 wallop out a dance, 


4 


Mairis ond wood an a 139 


Or tel ſome merry tale, e 


Till ſome good fellow in my Sth" 


Turn o'er the ſtoup and ale. 
To the begging &c. 


Then I will drink their healths about, 


And wiſh them a good heal, 
And pray they never want enough, . 1 
Nor yet a heart to deal. 
To the begging &e. 


But I ani o'er lang frae my trade: DRE 


If things ſhall anſwer fac, 
"Tis time that 1 were at the gte, 


An' turſing up the brae. 
To the begging & e. 


If things ſhall anſwer to my chene, 


I's come again and tell, TS gs 
But if I hae miſtane my trade, oe Go od 
T's keep i 0 ſell. . Na 


To the begging Sc. 15 ee, e 
| Marrid and und an 4 &þ 5 


Ard an  woe'd ah 4 matte an! woo LEY 195 , 
The dandilly toſs of the pariſh, | is marrid and 9 


The wooers will now ride thinner, | Oy d ol a, 


And by when they wonted to ca, 
Tis needleſs to ſpeer for the laſſie, | „ißt 
That's marri'd _- woo'd an' a. 


The girſs had na freedom of 6 


As lang as ſhe was na awa', * 
Nor i' the town could there be towing, .. | 2 
For wooers that wonted to ea, ir 
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1430 Marrid and wood an d 


For drinking an dancing an' brulzies, 


An' boxing an' ſhaking o fa's, 
The town was forever in tulzies, 


But now the laſſie's awa'. 


But had they but kend her as 1 did, 
Their errand it wad hae been F 
She neither kend ſpinning nor carding, 
Nor brewing nor baking ava”, 


But the wooers ran 2 mad upon her, 


Becauſe ſhe was bony an' bra i 


An ſae I dread will be {cen on her, 


When ſhe's by hand and awa. 
He'll rooſe her but ſma' that has marri'd b, 


Now when he's gotten her a, 
And wiſh I fear he had miſcarri d her, 


Tocher and ribbons an a. 


For her art it lay a' in her dreſſing, | 
But gin her bra's anes were awa', 

I fear ſhe'll turn out o' the feſſon,, 
An' knit up her muggans wi ſtraw. 


For yeſterday 1 yeed to ſee her, 
An' O ſhe was wond'rous bra', 


Ver ſhe cry'd till her huſband to gee her, 


A ell of red ribbons or twa. 


He up an' he ſet down beſide her, 


A reel and a wheelie to ca' 


She ſaid was he this gate to guide her, 
An' out at the door an' awa'. 


Her neiſt rode was hame till her wither 
Who ſpeer'd at her now how was a,; 


She ſays till her, was't for nac ither, 
That 1 was marry d awa; 
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 Marrid and wood an & 8 ; 141 ; 
But gae an' fit down till a wheelie, . M0 
An at it baith night an' day ca, 


An' then hae i it reel'd by 2 cheelie 
That ever was crying to draw? 


Her mither ſays till her hegh laſſie, 
He's wyſſeſt I fear o the twa, 
Ve'll hae litle to put i the baſſie, 

Gin ye be awkward to draw. 

Tis now ye ſhould work like a tyger, 

An' at it baith wallop an' ca', 

As lang's ye hae youthit an? vigor, 
An littleanes an' debt are awa. 


| Your thrift it will look little bouked, 
An' ye had a red-weam or tw, 1 
An' think yourſell ſtreſs'd when ye re ſouked, : 
'Tho' ye ſud do nae mair ava, 
But fit i the flet like a midden, 
An for your neceſſities e. 8 
An' ſae ye had beſt to do bidding, + 55M LEG 
As lang's ye hac fene e e 5 5 ME 


dae ſwyth awa' hame to your hadding, 3 

Mair fool than when ye came awa , 1 | 

Ye maunna now keep ilka wedding, | a 

Nor gae fac clean finger d an bra, | 

But mind wi' a neiper ye re yoked, mitte 
And that ye your end ot maun draw, 8 fl 
Or elle ye deſerve to be docked, | | 

| Sae that is an anſwer for a2. Cur OA ml 


Young luckie now finds herſell e 3 5 
An' wiſt na well what gate to ca, „„ 
But wi herſell even conſider dd 
That hamewith were To! Wa 


Y 


bat 


TY What 4 the Laſfir at ne. 
An' cen tak her chance, o' her landing, 1 


_ * rr © COEUR 
> FP... 
Err 


— 
- . I Yr * al 
Ser BEV Tn 1 eee eee n ** +a a TT 
FJ © 2G N . 5 2 4 8 e 
N e Kd. ve n 
why h CT IO IE: 7 Wy 
4 


1 However the matter might fa, 8 
11 Fouk need no on fraits to be ſtanding, A 
1 That's marry d and woo'd an' a.. i 

; What ail the Laſſes at m. 

l To the Tune an' the Kirk wad ler me be. £2 4 

| am a batchelor winſome, | peas ot 

A farmer by rank and degree,.. a A 


4 An' few I ſee gang out mair handſome, | 
To kirk or to market than me; 

I have outſight and inſight and mall, 

F And from any ecliſt I'm free, 

1 I'm well enough boarded and bedded, 

SF And what ails the laſſes at me? 


My boughts of good ſtore are no ſcanty, | 

My byrs are well ſtocked wi' ky, | 
Of meal i my girnels is plenty, 

An twa or three caſments forby. 

An horſe to ride out when they re weary, 
An cock with the beſt they can ſee, 
An then be ca'd dawty and deary, | 

I fairly what ails them at me. 


Behind backs, afore fouk I've woo'd them, 
An' a' the gates o't: that Iberer 
fi An' when they leugh o' me, I trow'd ham: - 
| An' thought I had won, but what then, 
When I ſpeak of matters they grumble 
1 Nor are condeſcending and free = 
i'® But at my propoſals ay ſtumble 
= I Wonder what ails them at me, 


*. een 
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What ails the Laſſes at me. © 

I've try'd them baith-highland'an' lowland - 
Where I a good bargain cud ſee. i, 

But nane o them fand I wad fall in 

Or ſay they wad buckle wi me 

With jooks an wi' ſcraps I've addreſs'd chew 

Been with them baith modeſt and free 

But whatever way I careſs d them 

There's ſomething ſtill ails them at me 


O if I kend how but to gain them 

How fond of the knack wad I be + 

Or what an addreſs could obtain e 
It ſhould be twice welcome to mem 
If kiſſing an' clapping wad pleaſe them 
That trade 1 ſhould drive till 1 die 

But however I ſtudy to caſe them 

| They've ſtill an exception at me. 


There s wratacks an cripples an' cranſhaks. 
An' 4 the wandoghts that 1 ken 

No ſooner they ſpeak to the wenches 
But they are ta'en far enough ben 
But when I ſpeak to them that's apa; 
I find them ay ta'en with the gee 

An' get the denial right flatly - 
What think ye, can ail them at me? 


1 have yet but ac offer to make them 
If they wad but hearken to me 

And that is, I'm willing to tak them 
If they their conſent wad but gee 
Ler her that's content write a billet 
An' get it tranſmitted to me 

I hereby engage to fulfill it 


Ts ee Be bd a: fa 


164 Bis by Jeauy Gradien, 


Ear batehleour I've read your bl, 1 0 


Luour ſtrait an' your rg 1 lee, 
An' tell you it ſhall be fulfilled, 


Tho' it were by none other but me. n 


Theſe forty years I've been 14 
An' nance has had pity on me 
Such offers ſhould not be Tejas * 
Whoever the offerer be. 8 


For beauty I lay no claim to it, 


Or may be I had been away. STS 


Tho' tocher or kindred could do i it 
I have no pretenſions to they; 
The moſt I can ſay, I'm a woman, 
An' that I a wife want to be, 

An' Tl tak exception at no man 
That's willing to tak nane at me. 


And now I think I may be cocky, 
Since fortune has ſmurtl'd on me, 

I'm Jenny an' ye ſhall be Jockie, 
'Tis right we together ſud be; 
For nane of us cud find a marrow, 
So ſadly forfairn were we, 

Fouk ſud no at any thing tarrow, 
Whoſe chance looked naething to be. 


On Tueſday ſpeer for Jeany Gradden, 
When 1 i' my pens ween to be, 

Juſt at the ſign of the old maiden, 

Where ye ſhall be ſure to meet me, 

Bring with you the prieſt for the wedding, 
That a' things juſt ended may be, 

An' well cloſe the whole with the re 
An' wha 1. be ſac merry as we. 


„„ 


f 25 


The Bride's "Breaſtcks W 5% 
A cripple I'm not ye forſta mm 


Tho' lame of a hand that 1 bo: 


Nor blind is there reaſon, to ca me, 
Altho' I ſee but with ac eye 
But I'm juſt the chap that you wanted, 
So tightly our ſtate doth n 


For nane wad hae you ye have granted, 


As few 1 confeſs wad hae me. 


| The Bride's Breaft- 1 8 


Tight and bony was the bride, _ 
l When ſhe got on her brealt- -knot, 
Her father that ſat her beſide, 
That it was Peggy wiſt not; 


Her head with lawn. was cover 4 0 er, 


With edgings fine all ſet before; 


And kiſſing ſtrings t three. yards and more; 
But naething like the breaſt-ænot. 


O the bony; O the bony, O the bony bre-knot, 


The lad thought he was far behind 
That her that had it kiſt not ; 


With ſpecks of gold it was o'er - laid, 
And was baith maſſy long and bred; 
And many a loop and twining had, 
Ere it became a breaſt- knot. 


When in the morning ſhe was dreſt, 
In her new gown ſhe miſt not, 

To bid her maid put on the reſt, 
Eſpecially the breaſt-knot ; 

She was a ſeamſtreſs to her trade, 


| Atid wondrous dreſſy fike ſhe made, 


85 At laſt fer ignorance wen 
N right the knot ſhe — nbt⸗ 


1 The bride ſtood up aſore the da, 

And what to do ſhe wiſt no, 

* | Becauſe her maid. miſtook the o 
f Of her new bridal beaſt-knok.. TOY Fo re” eee 
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She plac d it up, the plac'd i it down, 
Threw off and then put on her o 
n 0 none 2 
"Twas lucky that ſhe burſt be ESQ 8 


| | When ſhe o'ercame, with tears ſhe wa 'd #3688 FU 
Alas my bony breaſt- knit! 

I better ne' er oy been 2 bree „ . 
Than thus to {lip the firſt knot. d 28 31, 38D 


The taylor, that was there all 1 ie 
Came in and faid, he'd fer it right, - | e 
You'd laugh to ſee the monky pight, 8 „ at 
How he ſet up the breaſt knot. e 102 


Now of her pain the bride i is eas'd; 25: 2M Q 
But at the bodie keeſt not, e 1483 OS 
A ſixpence, that her mind had pleas 4, 
In placing of her breaſt knot. HON 242 ah 
He looked fair, that ſhe ſhould dot. 
And downward to his pocket bow'd, _ Oy 


But yet ſhe never underſtood, i 8 91 319 
The clinking of his waiſtcoat: | Hoc 


A Song made at the taking the Havans, ma a 
| To the Tune hark how the Trumpets ſoand to Battle, & c. = i. 


HAT flag is t, that now ſo gloriouſly waves, - | 
1 That ſtorms, and that tempeſts and oceans po 
| | 1 With ardor i impatient the anchor that weighs, (braves, 


Brave Pocock that vanquiſh'd th' Eaſt Indies before, 


The taking of Havana. 147 
And Britain's unweart'd atchiev'ments diſplays, 
Sure ſome expedition, 
Our conqueſts to puſh on, 
And en'mies to ruſh on 


This ſquadron implies. _ 


This brilliant appearance-no wonder needs be, 
'Tis the flag of the conquering knight of the ſea, 


That now the proud French tyrranize it no more; 
Brought under ſubjection 
His foot put their necks on 
And wrote Britain's Rex-on 
'Their forts and their ſhore. 


Next to the Weſt Indies the Spaniard to tame, 
And there as reſpected to make Britain's name, 
Even to their Havana, where fondly they brag 
That England ſhall never eſtabliſh her flag, 
This ſquadron advances, 
Thus gallantly glances, 
With mortars and lances 
Their folly to gag. 


And now ſee them rang'd with victorious ſmile, 


Before the fam'd Cuba's aſtoniſhed Iſle, 


The tranſports ſee valiantly footing the ſhore, 
While Pocock eſcorts them with thundering roar ; 
And Albemarle heads them, 
And gallantly leads them, 
ä ee ſucceeds them 
Behind and before. 


And now without mercy death ſcatters his blows, | 
While each to the other is reſolute foes, 


Brave Albemarle plays on the Spaniard his fire, 


148 The taking of Havana. 
The RR retorts it with deſperate ire ; 
Hence of blood great effuſion, 
Pale death and contuſion, 


Are of this confuſton 
The conſequents dire. 


But vict ry and fortune that waited ade 


Diſdaining the Spaniard's deceit and their . 


Declared for Britain ſubjected the foe 
To the humbling miſchance of defeat and of woe 
And now had they leiſure, | 
To fee all their treaſure, 


Rak'd together, with pleaſure 
To Britain to go. 


Too late they'll be made their miſtake to behold, 
We truſt, when depending on caſtles and gold, 
They dar'd Britain's arms, that are now to their coſt 
Unſheathed to humble their inſolent boaſt. 
We'll curb their bravadoes 
Diſpell their aramada's 
That thus durſt invade us 
Who in jur'd were molt. 


_ no more, Havana no more 
Let the Spaniard now ſing, from Havana no more 
We'll ſce our dear galleons returning again 
With their rich golden fleeces to cover old Spain. 
Ve'lt break our toledo's f 
No more plav Quevedo's | 
Nor fancy that ſhadows 
Can grapple with men. 


May Fortune's beſt favours and proſperous wales 
OF our homeward-hound news attend on the fails 
And ſafely reſtore them to their own native ſhore | 


To the Tune of the Trewſars, 


- 


149 


Their heads crown'd with laurels, their cheſts fill'd with 


To meet the applauſes 

So due to ſuch cauſes 

And be ſerved as is 
Their merit and pow'r. 


To the Tune of the Trenſars 


\Ome on, come on, brave boys, 
>, Our ſails let us boiſe, 
For the wind blows fair for America ; 
Let us drop all landward care, 
And for the ſea prepare, 
It is high time now that we were awa'. 
For the French are loſing ground now every day, 
Crown Point we hear is ta' en and become a prey; 
And Niagara's fort, is now a Britiſh port, 
Come along merry boys for America. 
Let us beat our drums and fire our guns, 
And bid our friends adieu, 
Let us play our hands, obey commands, . 
Till we our harbour view, 
| With courage and with conduct, let us our voyage purſue, 
Until we ſafe arrive in America. | 
And then we'll fight, regain our right, 
And then we'll drive away 
And then we'll drive away, 
From ev'ry trench, the cruel French, 
And make them dearly pay 
For all the cruel murders, and wealth thay rob'd . 
From our dear country men in Ae. 
Let valiant Forbes name, 
Live in the rolls of fame, | 
Who thro' mountains and forreſts did force on his Ways 
And at the fort Du Queſne, 
Of matters chang'd the ſcene, + 
And without ſtroke of ſword did obtain the day, 
Let great ingenious Pit never be forgot, 
Who wiſely laid the deep and ſucceſsful pow 
Which now retains his name, | 
And that by juſteſt claim, | 
And which ever ſhall be great in America, 
We'll drink his health, and hope for wealth, 
Thro' 1 8 name 


- 


(ore, 


*, 50 To the Tune of the Trewſart, 


Purſue his ſchemes. which prove ng dreams, | — 1 ; 

Or do the actors ſhame; | ON LD: 

But (fill are crown'd with glory, and increaſe of his Ives 

Throughout the ſpacious bounds of America, 

So farewell, Jeany, farewell Anny, 2 | 3 
Farewell laſſes a, | be 3 
Be merry here, as we'll be there, Ont hos Fog Trwmemm woes 


And wipe your tears awa* 
We ll bring you ſilks and Citing, and ye ſhall all be bra”, 

When we come back again from America. | 3 
So let us plow the ſea, EI. 1 24 
And never frighted be, 8 "2 
"Tho? the billows ſhould ſwell, and the tempeſts ſhould eas 
We know our cauſe is good, and our fhips of truſty ware, ä 
So we need not be afraid, but well gain our ſnore. W 
Tho? the French ſhould ſeck to board us on the main... 45 


We'll fairly them engage on the wat'ry plain, | 11.16 
And make them underſtand, | . -- -; 4 
'The Britiſh do command, NE 4: 2 : +4.” -* 4m 
As well upon the ſea as in America. 8 a 


Weell never reſt till we at laſt, 
Shall turn Cape Bretons bay, e ee 
For there no Freneh in fort or trench, I "> 3 


Our paſſage can diſmay, "IE 
We'll fail along St Lawrence, and all their forts lp, © - 
And drive the cruel foe from America, 3 
And then with gold we'll fill our hold. | r 
And other wealthy ſtore, | ® 3 ' > 75 © Lo 
Then anchor weigh, and homeward by 3 1 
Uato our native ſhore. „ 
Then we'll lay up our treaſure, 1 8 1 
And be with lace laid oer. | „„ ©, 0 
When we come back again from America. F 


